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POEMS PROM THE POET AT THE 
BREAKFAST-TABLE 

1871-1872 



HOMESICK IN HEAVEN 

THE DIVINE VOICE 

Go seek thine earth-bom sisters, — thus the Voice 
That all obey, — the sad and silent three; 

These only, while the hosts of Heaven rejoice. 
Smile never; ask them what their sorrows be; 

And when the secret of their griefs they tell. 
Look on them with thy mild, half-hmnan 
eyes; 

Say what thou wast on earth; thou knowest well; 
So shall they cease from imavailing sighs. 

THE ANGEL 

Why thus, apart, — the swift-winged herald 
spake, — 

Sit ye with silent lips and unstrung lyres 
While the trisagion's blending chords awake 

In shouts of joy from all the heavenly choirs? 



2 POEMS FROM THE POET 

THE FIBST SPIRIT 

Chide not thy sisters, — thus the answer came ; -— 
Children of earth, our half -weaned nature clings 

To earth's fond memories, and her whispered name 
Untunes our quivering lips, our saddened strings ; 

For there we loved, and where we love is home, 
Home that our feet may leave, but not our 
hearts. 

Though o'er us shine the jasper-lighted dome : — 
The chain may lengthen, but it never parts! 

Sometimes a sunlit sphere comes rolling by, 
And then we softly whisper, — can it be f 

And leaning toward the silvery orb, we try 
To hear the music of its murmuring sea; 

To catch, perchance, some flashing glimpse of 
green. 
Or breathe some wild-wood fragrance, wafted 
through 
The opening gates of pearl, that fold between 
The blinding splendors and the changeless blue. 

THE ANGEL 

Nay, sister, nay! a single healing leaf 

Plucked from the bough of yon twelve-fruited 
tree 
Would soothe such anguish, — deeper stabbing 
grief 
Has pierced thy throbbing heart -— 



HOMESICK IN HE A VEN 3 

THE FIRST SPIBIT 

Ah, woe is me! I from my clinging babe was 
rudely torn; 

His tender lips a loveless bosom pressed; 
Can I forget him in my life new bom? 

Oh that my darling lay upon my breast t 

THB ANOEL 

And thou? — 

THB SECOND SPIBIT 

I was a f air and youlMul bride, 
The kiss of love still bums upon my cheek, 
He whom I worshipped, ever at my side, — 
Him through the spirit realm in vain I seek. 

Sweet faces turn their beaming eyes on mine; 

Ah I not in these the wished-for look I read; 
Still for that one dear himian smile I pine; 

ITum and none other/ — is the lover's creed* 

THE ANGEL 

And whence thy sadness in a world of bliss 
Where never parting comes, nor mourner's tear? 

Art thou, too, dreaming of a mortal's kiss 
Amid the seraphs of the heavenly sphere? 

THE THIBD SPIBIT 

Nay, tax not me with passion's wasting fire; 

When the swift message set my spirit free. 
Blind, helpless, lone, I left my gray-haired sire; 

My friends were many, he had none save me. 



4 POEMS FROM THE POET 

1 left him, orphaned, in the starless nightj 
Alas, for him no cheerful morning's dawn I 

I wear the ransomed spirit's robe of white, 
Yet still I hear him moaning, She is gone I 

THE ANGEI. 

Ye know me not, sweet sisters? — All in vain 
Ye seek your lost ones in the shapes they wore; 

The flower once opened may not bud again, 
The fruit once fallen flnds the stem no more. 

Child, lover, sire, —yea, all things loved below, — 
Fair pictures damasked on a vapor's fold, — 

Fade like the roseate flush, the golden glow, 
When the bright curtain of the day is rolled. 

I was the babe thaf slumbered on thy breast. 

And, sister, mine the lips that called thee bride. 
Mine were the silvered locks thy hand caressed. 

That faithful hand, my faltering footstep's 
guide I 

Eaeh changing form, frail vesture of decay. 
The soul imelad foists it once hath worn, 

Stained with the travel of the weary day. 

And shamed with rents from every wayside 
thorn. 

To lie, an infant, in thy fond embrace, — 

To come with love's warm kisses back to 
thee, — 



FANTASIA 5 

To show thine eyes thy gray-haired father's face, 
Not Heaven itself could grant; this may not be I 

Then spread your folded wings, and leave to earth 
The dust once breathing ye have mourned so long, 

Till Love, new risen, owns his heavenly birth. 
And sorrow's discords sweeten into song! 



FANTASIA 

THB TOUNO GIBL'S POEM 

Kiss mine eyelids, beauteous Mom, 
Blushing into life new-born! 
Lend me violets for my hair, 
And thy russet robe to wear, 
And thy rmg of rosiest hue 
Set in drops of diamond dewl 

Kiss my cheek, thou noontide ray. 
From my Love so far away 1 
Let thy splendor streaming down 
Turn its pallid lilies brown. 
Till its darkening shades reveal 
Where his passion pressed its seal I 

Kiss my lips, thou Lord of light. 
Kiss my Ups a soft good-night! 
Westward sinks thy golden car; 
Leave me but the evening star. 
And my solace that shall be, 
Borrowing all its light from theet 



6 POEMS FROM THE POET 

AUNT TABITHA. 

THE YOUNG girl's VOSM 

Wkatevee I do, and whatever I say, 
Aunt Tabitha tells me that is n't the wayj 
When she was a girl (forty summers ago) 
Aunt Tabitlia tells me they never did so. 

Dear auntl If I only would take her advice I 
But I like my own way, and I find it so nice I 
And besides, I forget half the things I am told; 
But they all will come baek to me — when I am 
old. 

If a youth passes by, it may happen, no doubt, 
He may chance to look in aa I chance to look out \ 
She would never endure an impertinent stare, — 
It ia horrid, she Bays, and I must n't sit there. 

A walk in the moonlight has pleasures, I own, 

But it is n't quite safe to be walking alone; 

So I take a lad's arm, — just for safety, you 

know, — 
But Aunt Tabitha tells me they did n't do so. 

How wicked we are, and how good they were 

then I 
They kept at arm's length those detestable men; 
What an era of virtue she lived in I — But stay — 
Were the men all such rogues in Aunt Tabitha'a 




WIND-CLOUDS AND STAR-DRIFTS 7 

If the men were so wicked, I 'U ask my papa 
How he dared to propose to my darling mamma; 
Was he like the rest of them? Goodness I Who 

knows? 
And what shall / say, if a wretch should propose? 

I am thinking if Aunt knew so little of sin. 
What a wonder Aunt Tabitha's aunt must have 

been! 
And her grand-aunt — it scares me — how shock- 

ingly sad 
That we girls of to-day are so frightfully badi 

A martyr wiU save us, and nothing else can ; 

Let me perish — to rescue some wretched young 

man! 
Though when to the altar a victim I go. 
Aunt Tabitha '11 tell me she never did sol 



WIND-CLOUDS AND STAR-DRIFTS 

FROM THE YOUNG ASTRONOMER'S POEM 



AMBITION 

Another clouded night; the stars are hid, 
The orb that waits my search is hid with them. 
Patience! Why grudge an hour, a month, a year, 
To plant my ladder and to gain the round 
That leads my footsteps to the heaven of fame. 
Where waits the wreath my sleepless nudnights 
won? 
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Not the stained laurel such as heroes wear 

That withers when some stronger conqueror's heel 

Treads down their shrivelling tropliies in the dust; 

But the fair garland whose undying green 

Not time can change, nor wrath of gods or men I 

With quickened heart-beats I shall hear the 

tongues 
That speak my praise ; but better far the sense 
That in the unshaped ages, buried deep 
In the dark mines of unaccomplished time 
Yet to be stamped with morning's royal die 
And coined in golden days, — in those dim yeara 
I shall be reckoned with the undying dead, 
My name emblazoned on the fiery arch, 
Unfading till the stars themselves shaU fade. 
Then, as they call the roll of shining worlds, 
Sages of race unborn in accents new 
Shall count me with the Olympian ones of old. 
Whose glories kindle through the midnight s^ : 
Here glows the God of Battles ; this recalls 
The Lord of Ocean, and yon far-off sphere 
The Sire of Him who gave his ancient name 
To the dim planet with the wondrous rings ; 
Here flames the Queen of Beauty's silver lamp. 
And there the moon-girt orb of mighty Jove; 
But this, unseen through all earth's Eeons past, 
A youth who watched beneath the western star 
Sought in the darkness, found, and shewed to men; 
Linked with his name thenceforth and evermore 1 
So shall that name be syllabled anew 
In all the tongues of all the tribes of meit: 




WIND-CLOUDS AND STAR-DRIFTS 9 

I that have been through immemorial years 

Dust in the dust of my forgotten time 

Shall live in accents shaped of blood-warm breath, 

Yea, rise in mortal semblance, newly bom 

In shining stone, in undecaying bronze, 

And stand on high, and look serenely down 

On the new race that calls the earth its own. 

Is this a cloud, that, blown athwart my soul, 
Wears a false seeming of the pearly stain 
Where worlds beyond the world their mingling rays 
Blend in soft white, — a cloud that, bom of earth. 
Would cheat the soul that looks for light from 

heaven? 
Must every coral-insect leave his sign 
On each poor grain he lent to build the reef, 
As Babel's builders stamped their sunburnt day, 
Or deem his patient service all in vain? 
What if another sit beneath the shade 
Of the broad elm I planted by the way, — 
What if another heed the beacon light 
I set upon the rock that wrecked my keel, — 
Have I not done my task and served my kind? 
Nay, rather act thy part, imnamed, imknown. 
And let Fame blow her trumpet through the world 
With noisy wind to swell a fool's renown. 
Joined with some truth he stumbled blindly o'er. 
Or coupled with some single shining deed 
That in the great account of all his days 
Will stand alone upon the bankrupt sheet 
His pitying angel shows the clerk of Heaven. 
The noblest service comes from nameless hands, 
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And the best servant does his work unseen. 
Who found the seeds of fire and made them shoot, 
Fed by his breath, in buds and flowers of flame? 
Who forged in roaring flames the ponderous stone. 
And shaped the moulded metal to his need? 
Who gave the dragging car its rolling wheel, 
And tamed the steed that whirls its circling round? 
All these have left their work and not their 

names, — 
Why should I murmur at a fate like theirs? 
This is the heavenly light; the pearly stain 
Was but a wind-cloud drifting o'er the stars! 

n. 

BEOBETS 

Bbief glimpses of the bright celestial spheres. 
False lights, false shadows, vague, uncertain 

gleams. 
Pale vaporous mists, wan streaks of lurid flame, 
The climbing of the upward-sailing cloud. 
The sinking of the downward-falling star, — 
AU these are pictures of the changing moods 
Borne through the midnight stillness of my soul. 

Here am I, bound upon this pillared rock. 
Prey to the vulture of a vast desire 
That feeds upon my life. I burst my bands 
And steal a moment's freedom from the beak. 
The clinging talons and the shadowing plumes; 
Then comes the false enchantress, with her song; 
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**Thou wouldst not lay thy forehead in the dust 
Like the base herd that feeds and breeds and diest 
Lo, the fair garlands that I weave for thee, 
Unchanging as the belt Orion wears, 
Bright as the jewels of the seven-starred Crown, 
The spangled stream of Berenice's hair I " 
And so she twines the fetters with the flowers 
Around my yielding limbs, and the fierce bird 
Stoops to his quarry, —then to feed his rage 
Of ravening hunger I must drain my blood 
And let the dew-drenched, poison-breeding night 
Steal all the freshness from my fading cheek. 
And leave its shadows round my cavemed eyes. 
AU for a line in some unheeded scroll; 
AU for a stone that tells to gaping clowns, 
^^Here lies a restless wretch beneath a clod 
Where squats the jealous nightmare men call 
Fame I" 

I marvel not at him who scorns his kind 
And thinks not sadly of the time foretold 
When the old hulk we tread shall be a wreck, 
A slag, a cinder drifting through the sky 
Without its crew of fools ! We live too long, 
And even so are not content to die. 
But load the mould that covers up our bones 
With stones that stand like beggars by the road 
And show death's grievous wound and ask for 

tears; 
Write our great books to teach men who we are, 
Sing our fine songs that teU in artful phrase 
The secrets of our lives, and plead and pray 
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For alms of memory with the after time. 
Those few swift seasons while the earth shall wear 
Its leafy summers, ere its core grows cold 
And the moist life of all that breathes shall die; 
Or as the new-born seer, perchance more wise, 
Would have us deem, before its growing mass, 
Pelted with star-dust, stoned with meteor-halls, 
Heats like a hammered anvil, till at last 
Man and his works and all that stirred itself 
Of its own motion, in the fiery glow 
Turns to a flaming vapor, and our orb 
Shines a new sun for earths that shall be bom. 

I am as old as Egypt to myself, 

Brother to them that squared the pyramids 

By the same stars I watch. I read the page 

Where every letter is a glittering world, 

With them who looked from Shinar's clay-built 

towers, 
Ere yet the wanderer of the Midland sea 
Had missed the fallen sister of the seven. 
I dwell in spaces vague, remote, unknown. 
Save to the silent few, who, leaving earth, 
Quit all communion with their living time. 
I lose myself in that ethereal void, 
TiU I have tired my wings and long to fill 
My breast with denser air, to stand, to walk 
With eyes not raised above my fellow-men. 
Sick of my miwalled, solitary realm, 
I ask to change the myriad lifeless worlds 
I visit as mine own for one poor patch 
Of this dull spheroid and a little breath 
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To shape in word or deed to serve my kind. 
Was ever giant's dungeon dug so deep, 
Was ever tyrant's fetter forged so strong, 
Was e'er such deadly poison in the draught 
The false wife mingles for the trusting fool, 
As he whose willing victim is himself, 
Digs, forges, mingles, for his captive soul? 



in. 

SYMPATHIES 

The snows that glittered on the disk of Mars 

Have melted, and the planet's fiery orb 

Soils in the crimson simmier of its year; 

But what to me the simmier or the snow 

Of worlds that throb with life in forms unknown, 

If life indeed be theirs; I heed not these. 

My heart is simply human; all my care 

For them whose dust is fashioned like mine own; 

These a«he with cold and hunger, live in pain, 

And shake with fear of worlds more full of woe; 

There may be others worthier of my love, 

But such I know not save through these I know. 

There are two veils of language, hid beneath 
Whose sheltering folds, we dare to be ourselves; 
And not that other self which nods and smiles 
And babbles in our name; the one is Prayer, 
Lending its licensed freedom to the tongue 
That tells our sorrows and our sins to Heaven; 
The other. Verse, that throws its spangled web 
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Around our naked speech and makes it bold. 
I, whose best prayer is silence; sitting dumb 
In the great temple where I nightly serve 
Him who is throned in light, have dared to claim 
The poet's franchise, though I may not hope 
To wear his garland; hear me while I teB 
My story in such form as poets use, 
But breathed in fitful whispers, as the wind 
Sighs and then slmnbers, wakes and sighs again. 

Thou Vision, floating in the breathless air 
Between me and the fairest of the stars, 
I tell my lonely thoughts as unto thee. 
Look not for marvels of the scholar's pen 
In my rude measure ; I can only show 
A slender-margined, unillumined page, 
And trust its meaning to the flattering eye 
That reads it in the gracious light of love. 
Ah, wouldst thou clothe thyself in breathing shape 
And nestle at my side, my voice should lend 
Whate'er my verse may lack of tender rhythm 
To make thee listen. 

I have stood entrMieed 
When, with her fingers wandering o'er the keys. 
The white enchantress with the golden hair 
Breathed all her soul through some unvalued 

rhyme; 
Some flower of song that long bad lost its bloMn; 
Lo I its dead summer kindled as she sang ! 
The sweet contralto, like the iingdove's coo. 
Thrilled it with brooding, fond, caressing tones. 
And the pale minstrel's passion lived again. 
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Teaorful and trembling as a dewy rose 

The wind has shaken till it fills the air 

With light and fragrance. Such the wondrous 

charm 
A song can borrow when the bosom throbs 
That lends it breath. 

So from the poet's lips 
His verse sounds doubly sweet, for none like him 
Feels every cadence of its wave-like flow; 
He Uves the passion over, wMle he reads, 
That shook him as he san&r his loftv strain. 
And pours his life through ea«h resounding line, 
As ocean, when the stormy winds are hushed. 
Still rolls and thunders through his billowy caves. 



IV. 

MASTER AND 8CH0LAB 

Let me retrace the record of the years 
That made me what I am. A man most wise. 
But overworn with toil and bent with age, 
Sought me to be his scholar, — me, run wild 
From books and teachers, — kindled in my soul 
The love of knowledge; led me to his tower. 
Showed me the wonders of the midnight realm 
His hollow sceptre ruled, or seemed to rule. 
Taught me the mighty secrets of the spheres. 
Trained me to fiind the glimmering specks of light 
Beyond the imaided sense, and on my chart 
To string them one by one, in order due, 
As on a rosary a saint his beads. 
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I was Vis only scholar; I became 

The echo to his thought; whate'er he knew 

Was mine for asking; so from year to year 

We wrought together, till there came a time 

When I, the learner, was the master half 

Of the twimied being in the dome -crowned tower. 

Minds roll in paths like planets ; they revolve, 

This in a larger, that a narrower ring, 

Bnt round they come at last to that same phase, 

That selfsame light and shade they showed before. 

I learned his annual and his monthly tale. 

His weekly axiom and his daily phrase, 

I felt them coming in the laden air, 

And watched them laboring up to vocal breath, 

Even as the first-born at his father's board 

Knows ere he speaks the too familiar jest 

Is on its way, by some mysterious sign 

Forewarned, the click before the striking bell. 

He shrivelled as I spread my growing leaves, 

Till trust and reverence changed to pitying care; 

He lived for me in what he once had been, 

But I for him, a shadow, a defence, 

The guardian of his fame, his guide, his staff, 

Leaned on so long he fell if left alone. 

I was his eye, his ear, his cunning hand, 

Love was my spur and longing after fame. 

But his the goading thorn of sleepless age 

That sees its shortening span, its lengthening 

shades, 
That clutches what it ra&y with eager grasp. 
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And drops at last with empty, outstretclied hands. 
All this he dreamed not. He would sit him down 
Thinking to work his problems as of old, 
And find the star he thought so plain a blur. 
The columned figures labyrinthine wilds 
Without my comment, blind and senseless scrawls 
That vexed him with their riddles; he would strive 
And struggle for a while, and then his eye 
Would lose its light, and over all his mind 
The cold gray mist would settle; and erelong 
The darkness fell, and I was left alone. 



V. 

ALONE 

AloneI no climber of an Alpine cliff, 
No Arctic venturer on the waveless sea, 
Feels the dread stillness round him as it chills 
The heart of him who leaves the slumbering earth 
To watch the silent worlds that crowd the sky. 

Alone I And as the shepherd leaves his flock 
To feed upon the hillside, he meanwhile 
Finds converse in the warblings of the pipe 
Himself has fashioned for his vacant hour, 
So have I grown companion to myself. 
And to the wandering spirits of the air 
That smile and whisper round us in our dreams. 
Thus have I learned to search if I may know 
The whence and why of all beneath the stars 
And all beyond them, and to weigh my life 
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As in a balance, — poising good and ill 

Against eaeb other, — asking of tlie Power 

That flung me forth among the whirling worlds, 

If I am heir to any inborn right. 

Or only aa an atom of the dust 

Tliat every wind may blow where'er it wilL 



QUESTIONING 

I AM not humble; I waa shown my place, 

dad in such robes as Nature had at hand; 

Took what she gave, not chose; I know no shame, 

No fear for being simply what I am. 

I am not proud, I hold my every breath 

At Nature's mercy. I am as a babe 

Borne in a giant's arms, he knows not where; 

Each several heart-beat, counted like the coin 

A miser reckons, is a special gift 

As from an unseen hand; if that withhold 

Its boimty for a moment, I am left 

A clod upon the earth to which I fall. 



Something I find in me that well might claim 

The love of beings in a sphere above 

This doubtful twilight world of right and wrong ; 

Something that shows me of the self-same clay 

That creeps or swims or flies in humblest form. 

Had I been asked, before I left my bed 

Of shapeless dust, what clothing I would wear, 

X would have said, More angel and leas worm; 
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But for their sake who are even such as I, 
Of the same mingled blood, I would not choose 
To hate that meaner portion of myself 
Which makes me brother to the least of men. 

I dare not be a coward with my lips 

Who dare to question all things in my soul; 

Some men may find their wisdom on their knees. 

Some prone and grovelling in the dust like slaves; 

Let the meek glowworm glisten in the dew; 

I ask to lift my taper to the sky 

As they who hold their lamps above their heads. 

Trusting the larger currents up aloft. 

Bather than crossing eddies roimd their breast, 

Threatening with every puff the flickering bhuse. 

My life shall be a challenge, not a trucel 

This is my homage to the mightier powers, 

To ask my boldest question, undismayed 

By muttered threats that some hysteric sense 

Of wrong or insult will convulse the throne 

Where wisdom reigns supreme; and if 1 err, 

They all must err who have to feel their way 

As bats that fly at noon; for what are we 

But creatures of the night, dragged forth by day. 

Who needs must stumble, and with stammering 

steps 
Spell out their paths in syllables of pain? 

Thou wilt not hold in scorn the child who dares 
Look up to Thee, the Father, — dares to ask 
More than thy wisdom answers. From thy hand 
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The worlds were cast; yet every leaflet elaims 
From tliat same hand its little shining sphere 
Of star-lit dew; thine image, the great sun, 
Girt with his mantle of tempestuous flame. 
Glares in mid-heaven ; hut to his noon-tide blaze 
The slender violet lifts itsJidless eye, 
And from his splendor steals its fairest hue. 
Its sweetest perfume from his scorching fire. 



From my lone turret as I look around 
O'er the green meadows to the ring of blue, 
From slope, from summit, and from half-hid vale 
The sky is stabbed with dagger-pointed spires. 
Their gilded symbols whirling in the wind, 
Their brazen tongues proclaiming to the world, 
"Here truth is sold, the only genuine ware; 
See that it has our trade-mark 1 You will buy 
Poison instead of food across the way, 

The lies of " this or that, each several name 

The standard's blazon and the battle-cry 

Of some true-gospel faction, and again 

The token of the Beast to all beside. 

And grouped round each I see a huddling crowd 

Alike in all things save the words they use; 

In love, in longing, bate and fear the same. 

Whom do we trust and serve ? We speak of one 
And bow to many; Athens still would find 
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The shrines of all she worshipped safe within 
Our tall barbarian temples, and the thrones 
That crowned Olympus mighty as of old. 
The god of music rules the Sabbath choir; 
The lyric muse must leave the sacred nine 
To help us please the dilettante^s ear; 
Plutus limps homeward with us, as we leave 
The portals of the temple where we knelt 
And listened while the god of eloquence 
(Hermes of ancient days, but now disguised 
In sable vestments) with that other god 
Somnus, the son of Erebus and Nox, 
Fights in unequal contest for our souls; 
The dreadful sovereign of the under world 
Still shakes his sceptre at us, and we hear 
The baying of the triple-throated hound; 
Eros is young as ever, and as fair 
The lovely Goddess bom of ocean's foam. 

These be thy gods, O Israel! Who is he. 
The one ye name and tell us that ye serve. 
Whom ye would call me from my lonely tower 
To worship with the many-headed throng? 
Is it the God that walked in Eden's grove 
In the cool hour to seek our guilty sire? 
The God who dealt with Abraham as the sons 
Of that old patriarch deal with other men ? 
The jealous God of Moses, one who feels 
An image as an insult, and is wroth 
With him who made it and his child unborn? 
The God who plagued his people for the sin 
Of their adulterous king, beloved of him, — 
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The same who offers to a chosen few 

The right to praise him in eternal song' 

While a vast shrieking world of endless woe 

Blends its dread chorus with their rapturous hymn? 

Is this the God ye mean, or is it he 

"Who heeds the sparrow's fall, whose loving heart 

Is as the pitying father'a to his child, 

Whose lesson to his children is "Forgive," 

Whose plea for all, "They know not what they 

do"? 



I OLAIU the right of knowing whom I serve, 

Else is my service idle ; He that asks 

My homage asks it from a reasoning soul.' 

To crawl is not to worship ; we have learned 

A drill of eyelids, bended neck and knee, 

Hanging our prayers on hinges, till we ape 

The flexures of the many-jointed worm. 

Asia has taught her Allahs and salaams 

To the world's children, — we have grown to men 

We who have rolled the sphere beneath our feet 

To find a virgin forest, as we lay 

The beams of our rude temple, first of all 

Must frame its doorway high enough for man 

To pass unstooping ; knowing as we do 

That He who shaped us last of living forms 

Has long enough been served by creeping things, 

^Reptiles that left their footprints in the sand 
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Of old sea-margins tliat liave turned to stone, 
And men who learned their ritual; we demand 
To know Him first, then trust Him and then love 
When we have found Him worthy of our love. 
Tried by our own poor hearts and not before; 
He must be truer than the truest friend, 
He must be tenderer than a woman's love, 
A father better than the best of sires; 
Kinder than she who bore us, though we sin 
Oftener than did the brother we are told 
We — poor iU-tempered mortals —must forgive. 
Though seven times sinning threescore times and 
ten. 

This is the new world's gospel: Be ye men! 
Try well the legends of the children's time; 
Ye are the chosen people, God has led 
Your steps across the desert of the deep 
As now across the desert of the shore; 
Mountains are cleft before you as the sea 
Before the wandering tribe of Israel's sons; 
Still onward rolls the thunderous caravan. 
Its coming printed on the western sky, 
A cloud by day, by night a pillared flame; 
Your prophets are a hundred imto one 
Of them of old who cried, "Thus saith the Lord; '^ 
They told of cities that should fall in heaps. 
But yours of mightier cities that shall rise 
Where yet the lonely fishers spread their nets, 
Where hides the fox and hoots the midnight owlj 
The tree of knowledge in your garden grows 
Not single, but at every humble door; 
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I 



Its branchea lend you their immortal food, 
That fiUs you with the sense of what ye are, 
No servants of an altar hewed and carved 
From senBeless stone by eraft of human hands, 
Eabbi, or dervish, brahmin, bishop, bonze, 
But masters of the cliarm with wliieh they work 
To keep your hands from that forbidden tree! 

Te that have tasted that divineat fruit, 
Look on this world of yours with opened eyes I 
Te are as gods I Nay, makers of your gods, — 
Each day ye break an image in your shrine 
And plant a fairer image where it stood: 
Where is the Moloch of your fathers' creed. 
Whose fires of torment burned for span - long 

babes ? 
Fit object for a tender mother's love! 
Why not ? It was a bargain duly made 
For these same infants through the surety's act 
Intrusted with their all for earth and heaven. 
By Him who chose their guardian, knowing well 
His fitness for the task, — this, even this. 
Was the true doctrine only yesterday 
As thoughts are reckoned, — and to-day you 

bear 
In words that sound as if from human tongues 
Those monstrous, uncouth horrors of the past 
That blot the blue of heaven and shame the earth 
As would the saurians of the age of slime, 
Awaking f ram their stony sepulchres 
And wallowing hateful in the eye of day I 
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IX. 

RIGHTS 

What am I but the creature Thou hast made? 
What have I save the blessings Thou hast lent? 
What hope I but thy mercy and thy love? 
Who but myself shall cloud my soul with fear? 
Whose hand protect me from myself but thine? 

I claim the rights of weakness, I, the babe, 
Call on my sire to shield me from th6 ills 
That still beset my path, not trying me 
With snares beyond my wisdom or my strength. 
He knowing I shall use them to my harm, 
And find a tenfold misery in the sense 
That in my childlike folly I have sprung 
The trap upon myself as vermin use. 
Drawn by the cunning bait to certain doom. 
Who wrought the wondrous charm that leads us on 
To sweet perdition, but the selfsame power 
That set the fearful engine to destroy 
His wretched offspring (as the Rabbis tell). 
And hid its yawning jaws and treacherous springs 
In such a show of innocent sweet flowers 
It lured the sinless angels and they fell ? 

Ah! He who prayed the prayer of all mankind 
Summed in those few brief words the mightiest plea 
For erring souls before the courts of heaven, — 
Save us/rom being tempted^ — lest we fall I 

If we are only as the potter's clay 
Made to be fashioned as the artist wills, 
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And broken into shards if we offend 
The eye of Him who made us, it is weU; 
Suoh love as the insensate lump of clay 
That spins upon the swift-revolving wheel 
Bears to the hand that shapes its growing form, — 
Suoh love, no more, will be our hearts* return 
To the great Master-workman for his care, — 
Or would be, save that this, our breathing day. 
Is intertwined with fine innumerous threads 
That make it conscious in its framer's hand; 
And this He must remember who has filled 
These vessels with the deadly draught of life, — 
laEe, that means death to all it claims. Our love 
Must kindle in the ray that streams from heaven, 
A faint reflection of the light divine; 
The sun must warm the earth before tiie rose 
Can show her inmost heart-leaves to tiie son. 

He yields some fraction of the Maker^s ri^t 
Who gives the quivering nerve its sense of pain; 
Is there not something in the pleading eye 
Of the poor brute that suffers, which arraigns 
The law that bids it suffer? Has it not 
A claim for some remembrance in the book 
That fills its pages with the idle words 
Spoken of men? Or is it only clay, 
BfeediQg and aching in the potter^s hand» 
Yet all his own to treat it as He will 
And whai He will to cast it at his feet. 
Shattered^ dishoofOfed, lost forevervaore? 
My dog loves niie^ bat could he look beyond 
His earthly master, would hib love extend 



WIND-CLOUDS AND STAR-DRIFTS 27 

To Him who — Hush! I will not doubt that He 
Is better than our fears, and will not wrong 
The least, the meanest of created things I 

He would not trust me with the smallest orb 
That circles through the sky; He would not give 
A meteor to my guidance ; would not leave 
The coloring of a cloudlet to my hand; 
He locks my beating heart beneath its bars 
And^eeps the key himself; He measures out 
The draughts of vital breath that warm my blood. 
Winds up the springs of instinct which uncoil, 
Each in its season; ties me to my home. 
My race, my time, my nation, and my creed 
So closely that if I but slip my wrist 
Out of the band that cuts it to the bone. 
Men say, ^^He hath a devil;" He has lent 
All that I hold in trust, as unto one 
By reason of Ms weakness and his years 
Not fit to hold the smallest shred in fee 
Of those most common things he calls his own, — • 
And yet — my Babbi tells me — He has left 
The care of that to which a million worlds 
Filled with unconscious life were less than naught. 
Has left that mighty universe, the Soul, 
To the weak guidance of our baby hands. 
Let the foul fiends have access at their will. 
Taking the shape of angels, to our hearts, — 
Our hearts already poisoned through and through 
With the fierce virus of ancestral sin; 
Turned us adrift with our immortal charge. 
To wreck ourselves in gulfs of endless woe. 
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If what my Gabbi tells me is tlie truth 
Why did the choir of angela sing for joy? 
Heaven must be compassed in a narrow epa<te. 
And offer more than room enough for all 
That pass its portals ; but the under-world, 
The godleas realm, the place where demons forge 
Their iiery darts and adamantine chains. 
Must swarm with ghosts that for a little while 
Had worn the garb of flesh, and being heirs 
Of all the dulness of their stolid sires, 
And all the erring instincts of their tribe, 
Nature's own teaching, rudiments of "sin," 
Fell headlong in the snare that could not fail 
To trap the wretched creatures sliaped of clay 
And cursed with sense enough to lose their souls I 

Brother, thy heart is troubled at my word; 
Sister, I see the cloud is on thy brow. 
He will not blame me, He who sends not peace, 
But sends a swoid, and bids us strike amain 
At Error's gilded crest, where in the van 
Of earth's great army, mingling with the best 
And bravest of its leaders, shouting loud 
The battle-cries that yesterday have led 
The host of Truth to victory, but to-day 
Are watchwords of the laggard and the slave. 
He leads his dazzled cohorts. God has made 
This world a strife of atoms and of spheres; 
With every breath 1 sigh myself away 
And take my tribute from the wandering wind 
To fan the flame of life's consuming fire; 
So, while my thought haa life, it needs must bum, 
And, burning, set the stubble-fields ablaze, 
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Where all the harvest long ago was reaped 
And safely garnered in the ancient bams. 
But still the gleaners, groping for their food, 
Go blindly feeling through the close-shorn straw. 
While the young reapers flash their glittering steel 
Where later suns have ripened nobler grain I 



TRUTHS 

The time is racked with birth-pangs; every hour 
Brings forth some gaspmg truth, and truth new- 

bom 
Looks a misshapen and untimely growth. 
The terror of the household and its shame, 
A monster coiling in its nurse's lap 
That some would strangle, some would only starve; 
But still it breathes, and passed from hand to hand. 
And suckled at a hundred half -clad breasts. 
Comes slowly to its stature and its form, 
Calms the rough ridges of its dragon-scales, 

Changes to shhnng Lks its sn4 hair, 
And moves transfigured into ^1 guis;, 

Welcomed by all that cursed its hour of birth. 

And folded in the same encircling arms 

That cast it like a serpent from their hold! 

If thou wouldst live in honor, die in peace. 
Have the fine words the marble-workers learn 
To carve so well, upon thy funeral-stone. 
And earn a fair obituary, dressed 
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Id all the many-colored robes of praise, 

Be deafer than the adder to the cry 

Of that same foundling truth, until it grows 

To seemly favor, and at length has won 

The smiles of Lard-mouthed men and light-lipped 

dames; 
Then snatch it from its meagre nurse's breast, 
Fold it in silk and give it food from gold ; 
So shalt thou share its glory when at last 
It drops its mortal vesture, and, revealed 
In all the splendor of its heavenly form, 
Spreads on the startled air its mighty wings I 



Alas! how much that seemed immortal truth 
That heroes fought for, martyrs died to save, 
Eeveals its earth-born lineage, growing old 
And limping in its march, its wings unplumed. 
Its heavenly semblance faded like a dream \ 

Here in this painted casket, just unsealed. 
Lies what was once a breathing shape like thine, 
Once loved as thou art loved ; there beamed the eyes 
That looked on Memphis in its hour of pride. 
That saw the walls of hundred-gated Thebes, 
And all the mirrored glories of the Nile. 
See Low they toiled that all-consuming time 
Might leave the frame immortal in its tomb; 
Filled it with fragrant balms and odorous gums 
That still diffuse their sweetness through the air, 
And wound and wound with patient fold on fold 
The flaxen bands thy hand has rudely torn! 
Perchance thou yet canst see the faded stain 
Of the sad mourner's tear. 
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XL 

IDOLS 

But wliat is this? 
The sacred beetle, bound upon the breast 
Of the blind heathen I Snatch the curious prize, 
GKve it a place among thy treasured spoils. 
Fossil and relic, — corals, encrinites. 
The fly in amber and the fish in stone, 
The twisted circlet of Etruscan gold, 
Medal, intaglio, poniard, poison-ring, — 
Place for the Memphian beetle with thine hoard I 

Ah! longer than thy creed has blest the world 
This toy, thus ravished from thy brother's breast, 
Was to the heart of Mizraim as divine, 
As holy, as the symbol that we lay 
On the still bosom of our white-robed dead. 
And raise above their dust that all may know 
Here sleeps an heir of glory. Loving friends. 
With tears of trembling faith and choking sobs. 
And prayers to those who judge of mortal deeds. 
Wrapped this poor image in the cerement's fold 
That Isis aad Osiris, friends of man. 
Might know their own aud claim the ransomed 
soul. 

An idol? Man was bom to worship such! 
An idol is an image of his thought; 
Sometimes he carves it out of gleaming stone. 
And sometimes moulds it out of glittering gold. 
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Or rounds it in a mighty frescoed dome, 
Or Efts it beavenward in a lofty spire, 
Or shapes it in a cunning frame of words, 
Or pays Ms priest to make it day by day; 
For aense must have its god as well as soul; 
A new-bom Dian calls for silver shrines. 
And Egypt's holiest symbol is our own, 
The sign we worship as did they of old 
When lais and Osiris ruled the world. 

Let u3 be true to our most subtle selves. 
We long to have our idols like the rest. 
Think \ when the men of Israel had their God 
Encamped among them, talking with their chief, 
Leading tbem in the pillar of the cloud 
And watching o'er them in the shaft of fire, 
They still must have an image ; still they longed 
For somewhat of substantial, solid form 
Whereon to hang their garlands, and to fix 
Their wandering thoughts and gain a stronger hold 
For their uncertain faith, not yet assured 
If those same meteors of the day and night 
Were not mere exhalations of the soil. 

Are we less earthly than the chosen race? 
Are we more neighbors of the living God 
Than they who gathered manna every mom, 
Eeaping where none had sown, and heard the voice 
Of him who met the Highest in the mount, 
And brought them tables, graven with His hand? 
Yet these must have their idol, brought their gold. 
That star-browed Apis might be god again; 
Tea, from their ears the women brake the rings 
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That lent such splendors to the gypsy brown 
Of sunburnt cheeks, — what more could woman do 
To show her pious zeal? They went astray, 
But nature led them as it leads us all. 

We too, who mock at Israel's golden calf 
And scoff at Egypt's sacred scarabee, 
Would have our amulets to clasp and kiss, 
And flood with rapturous tears, and bear with UB 
To be our dear companions in the dust ; 
Such magic works an image in our souls! 

Man is an embryo; see at twenty years 
His bones, the columns that uphold his frame 
Not yet cemented, shaft and capital. 
Mere fragments of the temple incomplete. 
At twoscore, threescore, is he then full grown? 
Nay, still a child, and as the little maids 
Dress and undress their puppets, so he tries 
To dress a lifeless creed, as if it lived, 
And change its raiment when the world cries 
shame! 
We smile to see our little ones at play 
So grave, so thoughtful, with maternal care 
Nursing the wisps of rags they call their babes; — 
Does He not smile who sees us with the toys 
We call by sacred names, and idly feign 
To be what we have called them? He is still 
The Father of this helpless nursery -brood. 
Whose second childhood joins so close its first. 
That in the crowding, hurrying years between 
We scarce have trained our senses to their task 
fiefore the gathering mist has dimmed our eyes, 
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And with our hollowed palm we help our ear, 
And trace with trembling hand our wrinkled 

And then begin to tell our stories o'er. 

And see — not hear — the whispering lips that s 

"Youknow ? Your father knew him. 



Tottering and leaning on the hireling's arm," — 
And BO, at length, disrobed of all that clad 
The simple life we share with weed and worm, 
Go to our cradles, naked as we came. 



LOVE 

What if a soul redeemed, a spirit that loved 
While yet on earth and was beloved in turn. 
And still remembered every look and tone 
Of that dear earthly sister who was left 
Among the unwise virgins at the gate, — 
Itself admitted with the bridegroom's train, -^ 
What if this spirit redeemed, amid the host 
Of chanting angels, in some transient lull 
Of the eternal anthem, heard the cry 
Of its lost darling, whom in evil hour 
Some wilder pulae of nature led astray 
And left an outcast in a world of fire, 
Condemned to be the sport of cruel fiends, 
Sleepless, unpitying, masters of the skill 
To wring the maddest ecstasies of pain 
From worn-out souls that only ask to die, — 
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Would It not long to leave the bliss of heaven, — 
Bearing a little water In Its hand 
To moisten those poor lips that plead In vain 
With Him we call our Father? Or Is all 
So changed In such as taste celestial joy 
They hear unmoved the endless wail of woe; 
The daughter In the same dear tones that hushed 
Her cradle slumbers; she who once had held 
A babe upon her bosom from Its voice 
Hoarse with Its cry of anguish, yet the same? 

No! not In ages when the Dreadful Bird 
Stamped his huge footprints, and the Fearful Beast 
Strode with the flesh about those f ossU bones 
We build to mimic Kf e with pygmy hands, — 
Not In those earliest days when men ran wild 
And gashed each other with their knives of stone, 
When their low foreheads bulged In ridgy brows 
And their flat hands were callous In the palm 
With walking In the fashion of their sires, 
Grrope as they might to find a cruel god 
To work their will on such as human wrath 
Had wrought Its worst to torture, and had left 
With rage unsated, white and stark and cold. 
Could hate have shaped a demon more malign 
Than him the dead men mummied in their creed 
And taught their trembling children to adore! 

Made in his Image ! Sweet and gracious souls 
Dear to my heart by nature's fondest names, 
Is not your memory still the precious mould 
That lends its form to Him who hears my prayer? 
Thus only I behold Him, like to them. 



36 POEMS FROM THE POET 

Long-Buiferiug, gentle, ever alow to wrath. 
If wratL it be that only wounds to heal, 
Ready to meet the wanderer ere he reach 
The door he seeks, forgetful o£ his sin. 
Longing to clasp him in a father's arms, 
And seal his pardon with a pitying tear I 

Four gospels tell their story to mankind, 

And none so full of soft, careaaiiig words 

That bring the Maid of Betlilebem and her Babe 

Before our tear-dimmed eyes, as his who learned 

In the meek service of his gracious art 

The tones which, like the medicinal balms 

That calm the sufFerer's anguish, soothe our souls. 

Oh that the loving woman, she who sat 

So long a listener at her Master's feet. 

Had left us Mary's Gospel, — all she heard 

Too sweet, too subtle for the ear of man ! 

Mark how the tender-hearted mothers read 

The messages of love between the lines 

Of the same page that loads the bitter tongue 

Of him who deals in terror as his trade 

With threatening words of wrath that scorch like 

flame! 
They tell of angels whispering round the bed 
Of the sweet infant smiling in its dream, 
Of lambs enfolded in the Shepherd's arms. 
Of Him who blessed the childi'en ; of the land 
Where crystal rivers feed unfading flowers, 
Of cities golden-paved with streets of pearl, 
Of the white robes the winged creatures wear, 
The crowns and harps from whose melodious 

strings 
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One long, sweet anthem flows forevermorel 
We too had human mothers, even as Thou, 
Whom we have learned to worship as remote 
From mortal kindred, wast a cradled babe. 
The milk of woman filled our branching veins, 
She lulled us with her tender nursery-song, 
And folded round us her untiring arms. 
While the first unremembered twilight year 
Shaped us to conscious being; still we feel 
Her pulses in our own, — too faintly feel; 
Would that the heart of woman warmed our creeds I 

Not from the sad-eyed hermit's lonely cell, 
Not from the conclave where the holy men 
Glare on each other, as with angry eyes 
They battle for God's glory and their own, 
Till, sick of wordy strife, a show of' hands 
Fixes the faith of ages yet unborn, — 
Ah, not from these the listening soul can hear 
The Father's voice that speaks itself divine 1 
Love must be still our Master; till we learn 
What he can teach us of a woman's heart. 
We know not His whose love embraces alL 
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- PROFESSOR — POET 



Anno Domini I97S 

A CBAZT bookcase, placed before 
A low-price dealer's open door; 
Therein arrayed in broken rows 
A ragged crew of rhyme and prose, 
The homeless vagrants, waifs, and strays 
Whose low estate this line betrays 
(Set forth the lesser birds to lime) 

I'OUR CHOICE AUONO THESE BOOKS I DIMS t 



Ho I dealer; for its motto's sake 

This scarecrow from the shelf I take ; 

Three starveling volumes bound in one. 

Its covers warping in the sun. 

Methinks it hath a musty smell, 

I like its flavor none too well, 

But Yorick's brain was far from duD, 

Though Hamlet pah I 'd, and dropped his skull. 



Why, here comes rain I The sky grows dark, — 

Was that the roll of thunder? HarkI 

The shop affords a safe retreat, 

A chair extends its welcome seat, 

The tradesman has a civil look 

(I 've paid, impromptu, for my book), 
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The clouds portend a sudden shower, -^ 
I 'U read my purchase for an hour. 

What have I rescued from the shelf? 
A Boswell, writing out himself! 
For though he changes dress and name. 
The man beneath is stiU the same, 
Laughing or sad, by fits and starts. 
One actor in a dozen parts, 
And whatsoe'er the mask may be. 
The voice assures us. This is he. 

I say not this to cry him down; 
I find my Shakespeare in his clown. 
His rogues the selfsame parent own; 
Nay! Satan talks in Milton's tone! 
Where'er the ocean inlet strays. 
The salt sea wave its soizrce betrays; 
Where'er the queen of summer blows. 
She tells the zephyr, "I 'm the rose! " 

And his is not the playwright's page; 
His table does not ape the stage; 
What matter if the figures seen 
Are only shadows on a screen, 
He finds in them his lurking thought. 
And on their lips the words he sought, 
Like one who sits before the keys 
And plays a time himself to please. 

And was he noted in his day? 

Bead, flattered, honored? Who shall say? 
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Poor wreck of time the wave has cast 
To find a peaceful shore at last, 
Once glorying in thy gilded name 
And freighted deep with hopes of fame, 
Thy leaf is moistened with a tear, 
The first for many a long, long yearl 

For be it more or less of art 

That veils the lowliest human heart 

Where passion throbs, where friendship glows, 

Where pity's tender tribute flows. 

Where love has lit its fragrant fire. 

And sorrow quenched its vain desire, 

For me the altar is divine. 

Its flame, its ashes, — all are mine! 

And thou, my brother, as I look 
And see thee pictured in thy book, 
Thy years on every page confessed 
In shadows lengthening from the west, 
Thy glance that wanders, as it sought 
Some freshly opening flower of thought. 
Thy hopeful nature, light and free, 
I start to find myself in thee ! 



Come, vagrant, outcast, wretch forlorn 
In leather jerkin stained and torn. 
Whose talk has filled my idle hour 
And made me half forget the shower, 
I 'U do at least as much for you, 
Your coat I 'U patch, your gilt renew, 
Kead you — perhaps — some other time. 
Not bad, my bargain ! Price one dime ! 



SONGS OF MANY SEASONS 

1862-1874 



OPENING THE WINDOW 

Thus I lift the sash, so loDg 
Shut against the flight of song; 
All too late for vain excuse, — 
Lo, my captive rhymes are loose I 

Ehymes that, flitting through my brain, 
Beat against my window-pane. 
Some with gayly colored wings, 
Some, alas ! with venomed stings. 

Shall they bask in sunny rays? 
Shall they feed on sugared praise? 
Shall they stick with tangled feet 
On the critic's poisoned sheet? 

Are the outside winds too rough? 
Is the world not wide enough? 
Go, my winged verse, and try, — 
Go, like Uncle Toby's fly I 
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PROGRAMME 

Seadeb — gentle — if so be 
Such still live, and live for me. 
Will it please you to be told 
What my tenscore pages hold? 

Here are verses that in spite 

Of myself I needs must write. 

Like the wine that oozes first 

When the unsqueezed grapes have burst. 

Here are angry lines, "too hard! " 
Says the soldier, battle-scarred. 
Could I smile his scars away 
I would blot the bitter lay, 

Written with a knitted brow. 
Head with placid wonder now. 
Throbbed such passion in my heart? 
Did his wounds once really smart? 

Here are varied strains that sing 
All the changes life can bring. 
Songs when joyous friends have met. 
Songs the mourner's tears have wet. 

See the banquet's dead bouquet. 
Fair and fragrant in its day ; 
Do they read the selfsame lines, — 
He that fasts and he that dines? 
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Year by year, like milestones placed, 
Mark the record Friendship traced. 
Prisoned in the walls of time 
Life has notched itself in rhyme: 

As its seasons slid along. 
Every year a notch of song. 
From the June of long ago, 
When the rose was full in blow, 

Till the scarlet sage has come 
And the cold chrysanthemum. 
Bead, but not to praise or blame; 
Are not all our hearts the same? 

For the rest, they take their chance, — - 
Some may pay a passing glance; 
Others, — well, they served a turn, -— 
Wherefore written, would you learn? 

Not for glory, not for pelf, 
Not, be sure, to please myself, 
Not for any meaner ends, — 
Always "by request of friends." 

Here 's the cousin of a king, — 
Would I do the civil thing? 
Here 's the first-bom of a queen; 
Here 's a slant-eyed Mandarin. 

Would I polish off Japan? 
Would I greet this famous man, 
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Prince or Prelate, Sheik or Shah?- 
Figaro 9i and Figaro la! 

Woitld I just this once comply? — 
So they teased and teased till I 
(Be the truth at once confessed) 
Wavered — yielded — did my best. 

Turn my pages, — never mind 
If you like not all you find; 
Think not all the grains are gold 
Sacramento's sand-banks hold. 

Every kernel has its shell, 
Every chime its harshest bell. 
Every face its weariest look. 
Every shelf its emptiest book. 

Every field its leanest sheaf. 
Every book its dullest leaf. 
Every leaf its weakest line, — 
Shall it not be so with mine? 

Best for worst shall make amends, 
Find us, keep us, leave us friends 
Till, perchance, we meet again. 
Benedicite. — Amen! 

October 7, 1874. 
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AN OLD-YEAR SONG 

As througli the forest, disarrayed 

By chill November, late I strayed, 

A lonely minstrel of the wood 

Was singing to the solitude : 

I loved thy music, thus I said, 

When o'er thy perch the leaves were spread; 

Sweet was thy song, but sweeter now 

Thy carol on the leafless bough. 

Sing, little bird! thy note shall cheer 

The sadness of the dying year. 

When violets pranked the turf with blue 
And morning filled their cups with dew, 
Thy slender voice with rippling trill 
The budding April bowers would fill, 
Nor passed its joyous tones away 
When April rounded into May : 
Thy life shall hail no second dawn, — 
Sing, Uttle birdl the spring is gone. 

And I remember — weU-a-day ! — 
Thy full-blown summer roundelay, 
As when behind a broidered screen 
Some holy maiden sings imseen: 
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With answering notes the woodland rung, 
And every tree-top found a tongue. 
How deep the shade I the groves how fair I 
Sing, little bird 1 the woods are bare. 

The summer's throbbing ehaut is done 
And mute the choral antiphon ; 
The birds have left the shivering pines 
To flit among the trelliaed vines, 
Or fan the air with seented plumes 
Amid the love-eick orange -blooms. 
And thou art here alone, — alone, — 
Sing, little bii-dl the rest have flown. 

The snow has capped yon distant hill, 
At mom the running brook was still, 
From driven herds the clouds that rise 
Are like the smoke of sacrifice ; 
Erelong the frozen sod shall mock 
The ploughshare, changed to stubborn rock. 
The brawling streams shall soon be dumb, — 
Sing, little bird I the frosts have oome. 

Fast, fast the lengthening shadows creep, 
The sougless fowls are half asleep. 
The air gi-ows chill, the setting sun 
May leave thee ere thy song is done. 
The pulse that warms thy breast grow cold. 
Thy secret die with thee, untold : 
The lingering sunset still is bright, — 
Sing, little bird I 't wiU soon be night. 
1871. 
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DOROTHY Q. 

A FAMILT PORTRAIT 

I cannot tell the stoiy of Dorothy Q. more simply in prose 
than 1 have told it in verse, but I can add something to it. 

Dorothy was the daughter of Judge Edmund Quincy, and 
the niece of Josiah Quincy, junior, the young patriot and orator 
who died just before the American Revolution, of which he 
was one of the most eloquent and effective promoters. The 
son of the latter, Josiah Quincy, the first mayor of Boston 
bearing that name, lived to a great age, one of the most use- 
ful and honored citizens of his time. 

The canvas of the painting was so much decayed that it 
had to be replaced by a new one, in doing which the rapier 
thrust was of course filled up. 

Grandmother's mother: her age, I guess, 
Thirteen summers, or something less; 
Girlish bust, but womanly air; 
Smooth, square forehead with uproUed hair; 
Lips that lover has never kissed; 
Taper fingers and slender wrist; 
Hanging sleeves of stiff brocade; 
So they painted the little maid. 

On her hand a parrot green 

Sits unmoving and broods serene. 

Hold up the canvas full in view, — 

Look! there 's a rent the light shines through, 

Dark with a century's fringe of dust, — 

That was a Red-Coat's rapier-thrust! 

Such is the tale the lady old, 

Dorothy's daughter's daughter, told. 
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Who the painter was none may tell, — 
One whose best waa not over well ; 
Hard and dry, it must be confessed, 
Plat as a rose that has long been pressed; 
Yet in her cheek the hues are bright, 
Dainty colors of red and white, 
And in her slender shape are seen 
Hint and promise of stately mien. 

Look not on her with eyes of scorn, — 
Dorothy Q. was a lady bom I 
Ay ! since the galloping Normans came, 
England's annals have known her name; 
And still to the three-hUled rebel town 
Dear is that ancient name's renown, 
For many a civic wreath they won, 
The youthful sire and the gray-haired son. 

O Damsel Dorothy ! Dorothy Q. T 
Strange is the gift that I owe to you; 
Such a gift as never a king 
Save to daughter or son might bring, — 
All my tenure of heart and hand, 
All my title to house and land; 
Mother and sister and child and wife 
And joy and sorrow and death and life I 



What if a himdred years ago 
Those close-shut lips had answered No, 
When forth the tremulous question came 
That cost the maiden her Norman name. 



Dorothy Q, 
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And under the folds that look so still 

The bodice swelled with the bosom's thrill? 

Should I be I, or would it be 

One tenth another, to nine tenths me? 

Soft is the breath of a maiden's Yes: 
Not the light gossamer stirs with less; 
But never a cable that holds so fast 
Through all the battles of wave and blast. 
And never an echo of speech or song 
That Uves in the babbling air so long! 
There were tones in the voice that whispered then 
You may hear to-day in a hundred men. 

lady and lover, how faint and far 
Your images hover, — and here we are. 
Solid and stirring in flesh and bone, — 
Edward's and Dorothy's — all their own, — 
A goodly record for Time to show 

Of a syllable spoken so long ago ! — 
Shall I bless you, Dorothy, or forgive 
For the tender whisper that bade me live? 

It shall be a blessing, my little maid! 

1 will heal the stab of the Bed-Coat's blade. 
And freshen the gold of the tarnished frame. 
And gild with a rhyme your household name; 
So you shall smile on us 1)rave and bright 
As first you greeted the morning's light. 
And live untroubled by woes and fears 
Through a second youth of a hundred years* 

187L 
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I 



THE ORGAN-BLOWER 

Devootest of my Sunday friends, 

The patient Organ-tlower bends; 

I see Ms figure sink and rise, 

(Forgive me, Heaven, my wandering eyeal) 

A moment lost, the next half seen, 
His head above the scanty screen. 
Still measuring out his deep salaams 
Through quavering hymns and panting psalms. 

No priest that prays in gilded stole, 
To save a rich man's mortgaged soul; 
No sister, fresh from holy vows. 
So humbly stoops, so meekly bows; 
His large obeisance puts to shame 
The proudest genuflecting dame, 
Whose Easter bonnet low descends 
With all the grace devotion lends. 

O brother with the supple spine. 
How much we owe those bows of thine 1 
Without thine arm to lend the breeze, 
How vain the finger on the keys ! 
Thougli all unmatched the player's skill, 
Those thousand throats were dumb and still: 
Another's art may shape the tone, 
The breath that fills it is thine own. 

Six days the silent Memnon waits 
Behind his temple's folded gat«s; 
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But when the seventh day's sunshine falls 
Through rainbowed windows on the walls. 
He breathes, he sings, he shouts, he fills 
The quivering air with rapturous thrills; 
The roof resounds, the pillars shake, 
And all the slumbering echoes wake! 

The Preacher from the Bible-text 
With weary words my soul has vexed 
(Some sZger, fumbling far astray 
To find the lesson for the day); 
He tells us truths too plainly true. 
And reads the service all askew, — 
Why, why the — mischief — can't he look 
Beforehand in the service-book? 

But thou, with decent mien and face, 
Art always ready in thy place; 
Thy strenuous blast, whate'er the tune, 
As steady as the strong monsoon; 
Thy only dread a leathery creak, 
Or small residual extra squeak, 
To send along the shadowy aisles 
A sunlit wave of dimpled smiles. 

Not all the preaching, O my friend, 
G>me3 from the church's pulpit end I 
Not all that bend the knee and bow 
Yield service half so true as thou I 
One simple task performed aright. 
With slender skill, but all thy might. 
Where honest labor does its best, 
And leaves the player all the rest. 
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Tbia many-diapasoned maze, | ly ^ 


Through which the breath of being strays, Ij^ 


Whose music makes our earth divine, I^t^ 


Has work for mortal hands like mine. j \ ^ 


My duty lies before me. Lo, 1,^^ 


The lever there! Take hold and blowl j^^ 


And He whose hand is on the keys 


WiU play the tune as Ha shall please. * j^ 


1872. *^ 


In- 


AT THE PANTOMIME W 


The house was crammed from roof to floor, wj 


Heads piled on heads at every door ; ij 


HaU dead with August's seething heat y^ 
I crowded on and found my seat, 


My patience slightly out of joint, jH 


My temper short of boiling-point, wg 


Not quite at Hate mankind as such, 1— 
Nor yet at Love them overmuch. ™ 


Amidst the throng the pageant drew P 


Were gathered Hebrews not a few, 


Black-bearded, swarthy, — at their side 


Dark, jewelled women, orient-eyed: 


K scarce a Christian hopes for grace 


Who crowds one in his narrow place. 


What will the savage victim do 


Whose ribs are kneaded by a Jew? 


Next on my left a breathing form 


Wedged up against me, close and warm; 


Ai 
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The beak that crowned the bistred face 

Betrayed the mould of Abraham's race, — 

That coal-black hair, that smoke-brown hue, •^- 

Ah, cursed, unbelieving Jew I 

I started, shuddering, to the right, 

And squeezed — a second Israelite! 

Then woke the evil brood of rage 
That slumber, tongueless, in their cage; 
I stabbed in turn with silent oaths 
The hook-nosed kite of carrion clothes, 
The snaky usurer, him that crawls 
And cheats beneath the golden balls, 
Moses and Levi, all the horde. 
Spawn of the race that slew its Lord. 



Up came their murderous deeds of old, 
The grisly story Chaucer told. 
And many an ugly tale beside 
Of children caught and crucified; 
I heard the ducat-sweating thieves 
Beneath the Ghetto's slouching eaves. 
And, thrust beyond the tented green, 
The lepers cry, "Unclean! Unclean! 
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The show went on, but, ill at ease. 

My sullen eye it could not please, 

Li vain my conscience whispered, "Shame I 

Who but their Maker is to blame? " 

I thought of Judas and his bribe, 

And steeled my soul against their tribe : 

My neighbors stirred; I looked again 

Full on the younger of the twain. 
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A fresh young cheek whose olive hue 
The mantling Llood shows faintly through; 
Locks (lark as midnight, that divide 
And ehade the neck on either side ; 
Soft, gentle, loving eyes that gleam 
Clear as a starlit mountain stream; — 
So looked that other child of Shem, 
The Maiden's Boy of Bethlehem! 

And thou couldst scorn the peerless blood 
That flows immingled from the Flood, — 
Thy scutcheon spotted witli the stains 
Of Norman thieves and pirate Danes ! 
The New World's foundling, in thy pride 
Scowl on the Hehrew at thy side. 
And lo ! the very semblance there 
The Lord of Glory deigned to wearl 

I see that radiant image rise, 
The flowing hair, the pitying eyes. 
The faintly crimsoned cheek that shows 
The blush of Sharon's opening rose, — 
Thy hands would clasp his hallowed feet 
Whose brethren soil thy Christian seat. 
Thy lips woidd press his garment's hem 
That curl in wrathfid scoru for them I 

A sudden mist, a watery screen. 
Dropped like a veil before the scene; 
The shadow floated from my soul. 
And to my lips a whisper stole, — 
^'Thy prophets caught the Spirit's flame. 
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From thee the Son of Mary came, 

With thee the Father deigned to dwell, — 

Peace be upon thee, Israeli 

18—. Rewritten 1874. 
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While far along the eastern s^ 
I saw the flags of Havoc fly, 
As if his forces would assault 
The sovereign of the starry vault 
And hurl Him back the burning rain 
That seared the cities of the plain, 
I read as on a crimson page 
The words of Israel's sceptred sage : -^ 

JFor riches make them vnngsj and they 
Do as an eagle fly away. 

O vision of that sleepless night. 
What hue shall paint the mocking light 
That burned and stained the orient skies 
Where peaceful morning loves to rise, 
As if the sun had lost his way 
And dawned to make a second day, — 
Above how red with fiery glow, 
How dark to those it woke below I 

On roof and wall, on dome and spire, 
Flashed the false jewels of the fire; 
Girt with her belt of glittering panes. 
And crowned with starry-gleaming vanes, 
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Our northern queen in glory shone 
With new-bom splendors not her own, 
And stood, transfigured in our eyes, 
A yietim decked for sacrifice I 

The cloud still hovers overhead, 

And stiU the midnight sky is red; 

As the lost wanderer strays alone 

To seek the place he called his own, 

His devious footprints sadly tell 

How changed the pathways known so well; 

The scene, how new I The tale, how old 

Ere yet the ashes have grown cold I 

Again I read the words that came 
Writ in the rubric of the flame: 
Howe'er we trust to mortal things, 
Each hath its pair of folded wings; 
Though long their terrors rest unspread 
Their fatal plumes are never shed; 
At last, at last, they stretch in flight. 
And blot the day and blast the nightl 

Hope, only Hope, of all that clings 
Around us, never spreads her wings; 
Love, though he break his earthly chain. 
Still whispers he will come again; 
But Faith that soars to seek the sky 
Shall teach our half -fledged souls to fly, 
And find, beyond the smoke and flame, 
The cloudless azure whence they camel 
1872, 
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A BALLAD OF THE BOSTON TEA-PARTY 
Bead at a meeting of the Massachusetts Historical Society. 

No I never such a draught was poured 

Since Hebe served with nectar 
The bright Olympians and their Lord, 

Her over-kind protector, — 
Since Father Noah squeezed the grape 

And took to such behaving 
As woidd have shamed our grandsire ape 

Before the days of shaving, — 
No! ne'er was mingled such a draught 

Li palace, hall, or arbor. 
As freemen brewed and tyrants quaffed 

That night in Boston Harbor! 
It kept King George so long awake 

His brain at last got addled. 
It made the nerves of Britain shake. 

With sevenscore millions saddled; 
Before that bitter cup was drained. 

Amid the roar of cannon. 
The Western war-cloud's crimson stained 

The Thames, the Clyde, the Shannon; 
Full many a six-foot grenadier 

The flattened grass had measured. 
And many a mother many a year 

Her tearful memories treasured ; 
Fast spread the tempest's darkening pall, 

The mighty realms were troubled, 
The storm broke loose, but first of all 

The Boston teapot bubbled! 



IN THE QUIET DAYS 

An evening party, — only that, 

No formal invitation, 
No gold-laced coat, no stiff cravat. 

No feast in contemplation, 
No silk-robed dames, no fiddling band. 

No flowers, no songs, no dancing, — 
A tribe of red men, axe in hand, — 

Behold the guests advancing 1 
How fast the stragglers join the throng. 

From stall and workshop gathered I 
The lively barber skips along 

And leaves a chin half -lathered; 
The smith has flung his hammer down, — 

The horseshoe still is glowing ; 
The truant tapster at the Crown 

Has left a beer-cask flowing; 
The cooper's boys have dropped the adze* 

And trot behind their master ; 
Up run the tarry ship-yard lads, — 

The crowd is hiirrying faster, — 
Out from the MUlpond's purlieus gush 

The streams of white-faced millers, 
And down their slippery alleys rush 

The lusty young Fort-Hillers ; 
The ropewalh lends its 'prentice crew, — 

The torics seize the omen : 
"Ay, boys, you '11 soon have work to do 

For England's rebel foemen, 
'King Hancock,' Adams, and their gang. 

That fire the mob with treason, — 
TVTien these we shoot and those we hang 

The town will come to reason.'-' 
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On — on to where the tea-ships ridel 

And now their ranks are forming, — 
A rush, and up the Dartmouth's side 

The Mohawk band is swarming! 
See the fierce natives ! What a glimpse 

Of paint and fur and feather, 
As all at once the full-grown imps 

Light on the deck together! 
A scarf the pigtail's secret keeps, 

A blanket hides the breeches, — 
And out the cursed cargo leaps, 

And overboard it pitches I 

O woman, at the evening board 

So gracious, sweet, and purring, 
So happy while the tea is poured. 

So blest while spoons are stirring, 
What martyr can compare with thee. 

The mother, wife, or daughter. 
That night, instead of best Bohea, 

Condemned to milk and water! 

Ah, little dreams the quiet dame 

Who plies with rock and spindle 
The patient flax, how great a flame 

Yon little spark shall kindle! 
The lurid morning shall reveal 

A fire no king can smother 
Where British flint and Boston steel 

Have clashed against each other! 
Old charters shrivel in its track. 

His Worship's bench has crumbled, 



IN THE QUIET DAYS 
It climbs and clasps tlie union -jack, 

Its blazoned pomp is bumbled, 
The flags go down on land and sea 

Like corn before the reapers ; 
So burned the fire that brewed the tea 

That Boston served her keepers ! 



s that wrought a century's wreck 



Thev 

Have rolled o'er whig and torj; 
The Mohawks on the Dartmouth's deck 

Still live in song and story ; 
The waters in the rebel bay 

Have kept the tea-leaf savor ; 
Our old North-Enders in their spray 

Still taste a Hyson flavor; 
And Freedom's teacup atill o'erflows 

With ever fresh libations, 
To cheat of slumber all her foes 

And cheer the wakening nations I 
1874. 



NEARING THE SNOW-UNE 



Slow toiling upward from the misty vale, 
I leave the bright enamelled zones below; 
No more for me their beanteous bloom shall glow, 

Their lingering sweetness load the morning gale; 

Few are the slender flowerets, scentless, pale, 
That on their ice-clad stems all trembling blow 
Along the margin of unmelting snow ; 

Yet with unsaddened voice thy verge I hail, 
White realm of peace above the flowering line; 
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Welcome thy frozen domes, thy rocky spires! 

O'er thee undimmed the moon-girt planets shine, 
On thy majestic altars fade the fires 
That filled the air with smoke of vain desires, 

And all the unclouded blue of heaven is thine I 

187a 



IN WAR TIME 

TO CANAAN 

A PURITAN WARH30NO 

This poem, published anonymously in the Boston Evening 
Transcript^ was claimed by several persons, three, if I re- 
member correctly, whose names I have or have had, but never 
thought it worth while to publish. 

Where are you going, soldiers, 

With banner, gun, and sword? 
We 're mareliing South to Canaan 

To battle for the Lord! 
What Captain leads your armies 

Along the rebel coasts? 
The Mighty One of Israel, 
His name is Lord of Hosts I 
To Canaan, to Canaan 
The Lord has led us forth. 
To blow before the heathen walls 
The trumpets of the North I 

What flag is this you carry 

Along the sea and shore? 
The same our grandsires lifted up, — 

The same our fathers bore ! 
In many a battle's tempest 

It shed the crimson rain, — 
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What God has woven in his loom 
Let no man rend in twain! 
To Canaan, to Canaan 
The Lord has led us forth, 
To plant upon the rebel towers 
The banners of the North! 

What troop is this that follows, 

All armed with picks and spades? 
These are the swarthy bondsmen, — 

Theiron-drinbrig;»desI 
They 'U pile up Freedom's breastwork, 

They 'U scoop out rebels' graves; 
Who then will be their owner 
And march them off for slaves? 
To Canaan, to Canaan 
The Lord has led us forth. 
To strike upon the captive's chain 
The hammers of the North! 

What song is this you 're singing? 

The same that Israel sung 
When Moses led the mighty choir, 

And Miriam's timbrel rung! 
To Canaan ! To Canaan ! 

The priests and maidens cried: 
To Canaan! To Canaan! 
The people's voice replied. 
To Canaan, to Canaan 
The Lord has led us forth. 
To thunder through its adder dens 
The anthems of the North! 
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When Canaan's honts are scattered. 

And all her walls lie flat, 
"What follows next in order? 
The Lord will see to that ! 
We '11 breat the tyrant's sceptre, — 

We '11 build the people's throne, — 
When half the world is Freedom's, 
Then all the world 's our own ! 
To Canaan, to Canaan 
The Lord has led us forth, 
To sweep the rebel threshing-floors, 
A whirlwind from the North I 
Angiut 12, 1862. 



" THUS SAITH THE LORD. I OFFER THEE 
THREE THINGS." 

In poisonous dens, where traitors hide 

Like bats that fear the day, 
While all the land our charters claim 
Is sweating blood and breathing flame, 
Dead to their country's woe and shame. 

The recreants whisper Stat ! 



In peaceful homes, where patriot fires 

On Love's own altars glow. 
The mother hides her trembling fear. 
The wife, the sister, checks a tear. 
To breathe the parting word of cheer. 
Soldier of Freedom, Go I 
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In halls where Luxury lies at ease, 

And Mammon keeps his state, 
Where flatterers fawn and menials crouch. 
The dreamer, startled from his couch. 
Wrings a few counters from his pouch. 

And murmurs faintly Wait ! 

In weary camps, on trampled plains 

That ring with fife and drum. 
The battling host, whose harness gleams 
Along the crimson-flowing streams. 
Calls, like a warning voice in dreams, 

We want you, Brother! Come I 

Choose ye whose bidding ye will do, — 

To go, to wait, to stay I 
Sons of the Freedom-loving town. 
Heirs of the Fathers* old renown. 
The servUe yoke, the civic crown, 

Await your choice To-day I 

The stake is laid I O gallant youth 

With yet unsilvered brow. 
If Heaven should lose and Hell should win, 
On whom shall lie the mortal sin, 
That cries aloud. It might have beenf 

God calls you — answer NOW. 
1862. 
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NEVER OE NOW 



Listen, young heroes! your country is callingl 
Time strikes the hour for the brave and the true t 

Now, while the foremost are fighting and falling, 
Fill up the ranks that have opened for yon I 

You whom the fathers made free and defended, 
Stain not the scroll that emblazons their fame ! 

You whose fair heritage spotlesa descended. 
Leave not your children a birthright of shame I 

Stay not for questions while Freedom stands gasp- 
ing I 
Wait not till Honor lies wrapped in hia pall! 
Brief the lips' meeting be, swift the hands' clasp- 
ing,— 
"0£E for the wars I " is enough for them all! 

Break from the arms that would fondly caress you I 
Hark! 't is the bugle-blast, sabrea are drawn! 

Mothers shall pray for you, fathers shall bless you, 
Maidens shall weep for you when you are gone I 

Never or now! cries the blood of a nation. 

Poured on the turf where the red rose should 
bloom; 

Now is the day and the hour of salvation, — 
Never or now I peals the trumpet of doom I 
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Never or now I roars the hoarse-throated cannon 
Through the black canopy blotting the skies; 

Never or now! flaps the shell-blasted pennon 
O'er the deep ooze where the Cumberland lies! 

From the foul dens where our brothers are dying, 
Aliens and foes in the land of their birth, — 

From the rank swamps where our martyrs are lying 
Pleading in vain for a handful of earth, — 

From the hot plains where they perish outnum- 
bered, 
Furrowed and ridged by the battle-field's plough. 
Comes the loud summons; too long you have slum- 
bered, 
Hear the last Angel-trump, — Never or Now! 

1862. 

ONE COUNTRY 

One country! Treason's writhing asp 
Struck madly at her girdle's clasp. 
And Hatred wrenched with might and main 
To rend its welded links in twain, 
While Mammon hugged his golden calf 
Content to take one broken half. 
While thankless churls stood idly by 
And heard unmoved a nation's cry I 

One country I " Nay, " — the tyrant crew 
Shrieked from their dens, — ^4t shall be twot 
HI bodes to us this monstrous birth, 
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That scowla on all the thrones of earth. 
Too broad yon starry cluster shines, 
Too proudly tower the New-World pines, 
Tear down the 'banner of the free,' 
And cleave their land from sea to seal " 

One country still, though foe and "friend" 
Our seamless empire strove to rend ; 
Safe! safel though all the fiends of hell 
Join the red murderers' battle-yell! 
What though the lifted sabres gleam. 
The cannons frown by shore and stream, — 
The sabres clash, the cannons thrill, 
In wild accord, One country stilll 

One eotmtryl in her stress and strain 
We heard the breaking of a chain ! 
Look where the conquering Nation swings 
Her iron flail, —its shivered ringsl 
Forged by the rebels' crimson hand, 
Tliat bolt of wrath shall scourge the land 
Till Peace proclaims on sea and shore 
One Country now and evermore! 



GOD SAVE THE FLAG! 
Washed in the blood of the brave and the bloont- 



Snatched from the altars of insolent foea, 

Burning with star-fires, but never consuming. 

Flash its broad ribbons of lily and rose. 
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Vainly the prophets of Baal would rend it, 
Vainly his worshippers pray for its fall; 

Thousands have died for it, millions defend it, 
Emblem of justice and mercy to all : 

Justice that reddens the shy with her terrors, 
Mercy that comes with her white-handed train, 

Soothmg aU passions, redeeming all errors. 
Sheathing the sabre and breaking the chain. 

Borne on the deluge of old usurpations, 
Drifted our Ark o'er the desolate seas. 

Bearing the rainbow of hope to the nations, 

Tom from the storm-cloud and flung to the 
breeze I 

God bless the Flag and its loyal defenders, 

While its broad folds o'er the battle-field wave. 

Till the dim star-wreath rekindle its splendors. 
Washed from its stains in the blood of the brave ! 

1865. 

HYMN 

AFTER THE EMANCIPATION PROCLAMATION 

Giver of all that crowns our days. 
With grateful hearts we sing thy praise; 
Through deep and desert led by Thee, 
Our promised land at last we see. 

Buler of Nations, judge our cause! 
If we have kept thy holy laws, 
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The sons of Belial curse in vain 

The day that rends the captive's chain. 

Thou God of vengeance! Israel's Lordt 
Break in their grasp the shield and sword. 
And make thy righteous judgments known 
Till all thy foes are overtiurown! 

Then, Father, lay thy healing hand 
In mercy on our stricken land; 
Lead all its wanderers to the fold. 
And be their Shepherd as of old. 

So shall one Nation's song ascend 
To Thee, our Euler, Father, Friend, 
While Heaven's wide arch resounds again 
With Peace on earth, good- will to men I 

1865. 



HYMN 

FOR THE FAIR AT CmCAGO 

O God! in danger's darkest hour, 

In battle's deadliest field, 
Thy name has been our Nation's tower. 

Thy truth her help and shield* 

Our lips should fill the air with praise* 

Nor pay the debt we owe. 
So high above the songs we raise 

The floods of mercy flow. 
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Yet Thou wilt hear the prayer we speak, 
The song of praise we sing, — 

Thy children, who thine altar seek 
Their grateful gifts to bring. 

Thine altar is the sufferer's bed. 

The home of woe and pain, 
The soldier's turfy pillow, red 

With battle's crimson rain. 

No smoke of burning stains the air, 

No incense-clouds arise; 
Thy peaceful servants, Lord, prepare 

A bloodless sacrifice. 

Lol for our wounded brothers' need. 

We bear the wine and oil; 
For us they faint, for us they bleed. 

For them our gracious toil I 

O Father, bless the gifts we bring 1 

Cause Thou thy face to shine. 
Till every nation owns her King, 

And all the earth is thine. 
1865. 
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UNDER THE WASHINGTON ELM, CAM- 
BRIDGE 

APRIL 27, 1861 

Eighty years have passed, and more, 

Since under the brave old tree 
Our fathers gathered in arms, and swore 
They would follow the sign their banners bore^ 

And fight till the land was free. 

Half of their work was done, 

Half is left to do, — 
Cambridge, and Concord, and Lexington I 
When the battle is fought and won. 

What shall be told of you? 

Hark 1 — 't is the south-wind moans, — 

Who are the martyrs down? 
Ah, the marrow was true in your children's 

bones 
That sprinkled with blood the cursed stones 

Of the murder-haimted town ! 

What if the storm-clouds blow? 

What if the green leaves fall? 
Better the crashing tempest's throe 
Than the army of worms that gnawed below; 

Trample them one and all I 

Then, when the battle is won. 
And the land from traitors f i*ce. 
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Our children shall tell of the strife begun 
When Liberty's second April sun 
Was bright on our brave old tree I 
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Land where the banners wave last in the sun, 
Blazoned with star-clusters, many in one, 
Floating o'er prairie and mountain and sea; 
Hark! 't is the voice of thy children to thee I 

Here at thine altar our vows we renew 
Still in thy cause to be loyal and true, — 
True to thy flag on the field and the wave, 
Living to honor it, dying to save I 

Mother of heroes ! if perfidy's blight 
Fall on a star in thy garland of light, 
Sound but one bugle-blast! Lo! at the sign 
Armies all panoplied wheel into line I 

Hope of the world! thouliast broken its chains, — - 
Wear % bright arms whUe a tyrant remains, 
Stand for the right till the nations shall own 
Freedom their sovereign, with Law for her throne I 

Freedom ! sweet Freedom ! our voices resound. 
Queen by God's blessing, unsceptred, uncrowned I 
Freedom, sweet Freedom, our pulses repeat. 
Warm with her life-blood, as long as they beat I 
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Fold the broad banner-stripes over her breast, -^- 
Crown her with star-jewels Queen of the West I 
Earth for her heritage, God for her friend, 
She shall reign over us, world without end! 



ARMY HYMN 

"OLD Hnin>RED" 

O Lord of Hosts ! Almighty King! 
Behold the sacrifice we bring ! 
To every arm thy strength impart, 
Thy spirit shed through every heart! 

Wake in our breasts the living fires. 
The holy faith that warmed our sires; 
Thy hand hath made our Nation free; 
To die for her is serving Thee, 

Be Thou a pillared flame to show 
The midnight snare, the silent foe; 
And when the battle thunders loud, 
StiU guide us in its moving cloud. 

Grod of all Nations! Sovereign Lord! 
In thy dread name we draw the sword. 
We lift the starry flag on high 
That fills with light our stormy sln^. 

From treason^s rent, from muider^s stain, 
Guanl Thou its folds till Peace shall reign. 
Till fort and field, till shore and sea. 
Join our loud anthem. Praise to Thee! 
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PARTING HYMN 

"DUNDEE** 

Father of Mercies, Heavenly Friend, 

We seek thy gracious throne; 
To Thee our faltering prayers ascend, 
Our fainting hearts are knownl 

From blasts that chill, from suns that smite. 

From every plague that harms; 
In camp and march, in siege and fight. 

Protect our men-at-arms I 

Though from our darkened lives they take 

What makes our life most dear. 
We yield them for their country's sake 

With no relenting tear. 

Our blood their flowing veins will shed. 
Their wounds our breasts will share; 

Oh, save us from the woes we dread, 
Or grant us strength to bear I 

Let each unhallowed cause that brings 

The stem destroyer cease. 
Thy flaming angel fold his wings. 

And seraphs whisper Peace ! 

Thine are the sceptre and the sword. 
Stretch forth thy mighty hand, — 

Beign Thou our kingless nation's Lord, 
Bule Thou our throneless land I 
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THE FLOWER OF LIBERTY 

What flower is this tliat greets the moniy 
Its hues from Heaven so freshly bom? 
With burning star and flaming band 
It kindles all the sunset land : 
Oh teU us what its name may be, — 
Is this the Flower of Liberty? 

It is the banner of the free, 

The starry Flower of Liberty I 

In savage Nature's far abode 

Its tender seed our fathers sowed; 

The storm-winds rocked its swelling bud, 

Its opening leaves were streaked with blood, 

Till lo ! earth's tyrants shook to see 

The full-blown Flower of Liberty I 

Then hail the banner of the free. 

The starry Flower of Liberty ! 

Behold its streaming rays unite, 

One mingling flood of braided light, — 

The red that fires the Southern rose. 

With spotless white from Northern snows. 

And, spangled o'er its azure, see 

The sister Stars of Liberty I 

Then hail the banner of the free. 

The starry Flower of Liberty 1 

The blades of heroes fence it round. 
Where'er it springs is holy ground; 
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From tower and dome its glories spread; 
It waves where lonely sentries tread; 
It makes the land as ocean free, 
And plants an empire on the sea I 

Then hail the banner of the free. 

The starry Mower of Liberty 1 

Thy sacred leaves, fair Freedom's flower, 
Shall ever float on dome and tower, 
To all their heavenly colors true. 
In blackening frost or crimson dew, — 
And God love us as we love thee, 
Thrice holy Flower of Liberty 1 
Then hail the banner of the free. 
The starry Flowee of Liberty I 



THE SWEET LITTLE MAN 

DEDICATED TO THE STAT-AT-HOME RAK6ER8 

Now, while our soldiers are fighting our battles. 
Each at his post to do all that he can, 

Down among rebels and contraband chattels, 
What are you doing, my sweet little man? 

All the brave boys under canvas are sleeping. 
All of them pressing to march with the van, 

Far from the home where their sweethearts are 
weeping; 
What are you waiting for, sweet little man? 
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You with the terrible warlike mustafhes, 

Fit for a colonel or chief of a clan. 
You with the waist made for sword-helts and sashes, 

Where are your shoulder-straps, sweet little 



Bring him the buttonless g;armeiit of woman I 
Cover his face lest it freckle and tan ; 

Muster the Apron-String Gruarda on the Common, 
That is the corps for the sweet little man ! 

Give bin* for escort a file of young misses, 
Each of them armed with a deadly rattan ; 

They shall defend him from laughter and hisses, 
Aimed by low boys at the sweet little man. 

All the fair maidens about him shall cluster, 
Pluck the white feathers from bonnet and fan, 

Make him a plume like a turkey-wing duster, — 
That is the crest for the sweet little man! 

Oh, but the Apron-String Guards are the fellows 1 

Drilling each day since our troubles began, — 
"Handle your walking-sticks I " "Shoulder um- 
brellas ! " 

That is the style for the sweet little man 1 



Have we a nation to save ? In the first place 
Saving ourselves is the sensible plan, — 

Surely the spot where there 's shooting 's the worst 
place 
Where I can stand, says the sweet little man. 
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Catch me confiding my person with strangers! 
Think how the cowardly Bull-Eunners rani 
In the brigade of the Stay-at-Home Rangers 
. Marches my corps, says the sweet little man. 

Such was the stuff of the Malakoff -takers, 
Such were the soldiers that scaled the Bedan; 

Truculent housemaids and bloodthirsty Quakers, 
Brave not the wrath of the sweet little man I 

Yield Wm the sidewalk, ye nursery maidens! 

Sauve qui peutl Bridget, and right about! 
Ann; — 
Fierce as a shark in a school of menhadens. 

See him advancing, the sweet little man I 

When the red flails of the battle-field's threshers 
Beat out the continent's wheat from its bran. 

While the wind scatters the chaffy seceshers. 
What will become of our sweet little man? 

When the brown soldiers come back from the bor- 
ders. 

How will he look while his features they scan? 
How will he feel when he gets marching orders. 

Signed by his lady love? sweet little manl 

Fear not for him, though the rebels expect him,— • 
Life is too precious to shorten its span; 

Woman her broomstick shall raise to protect him. 
Will she not fight for the sweet little man? 
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Now tlien, nine cheers for the Stay-at-Home Ran- 
ger I 

Blow the great fish-horn and beat the big pan I 
First in the field that is farthest from danger. 

Take your white-feather plume, sweet little man I 



UNION AND LIBERTY 

Flag of the heroes who left us their glory, 

Borne through their battle-fields' thunder and 
flame. 
Blazoned in song and illumined in story, 
Wave o'er us all who inherit their fame! 
Up with our banner bright. 
Sprinkled with starry light, 
Spread its fair emblems from mountain to 
shore, 
While through the aoimding sky 
Loud rings the Nation's cry, — 
Union and Libeety ! One eveemobe I 

Light of our firmament, guide of our Nation, 
Pride of her children, and honored afar, 

Let the wide beams of thy full constellation 
Scatter each cloud that would darken a star I 
Up with our banner bright, etc. 

Empire unsceptred \ what foe shall assail thee, 
Bearing the standard of Liberty's van? 

Think not the God of thy fathera shall fail thee, 
Striving with men for the birthright of man! 
Up with our banner bright, etc. 
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Yet if, by madness and treachery blighted, 

Dawns the dark hour when the sword thou must 
draw. 
Then with the arms of thy millions united, 
Smite the bold traitors to Freedom and Law! 
Up with our banner bright, etc. 

Lord of the Universe ! shield us and guide us. 

Trusting Thee always, through shadow and sun I 
Thou hast united us, who shall divide us? 
Keep us, oh keep us the Many in OneI 
Up with our banner bright, 
Sprinkled with starry light, 
Spread its fair emblems from mountain to 
shore, 
While through the sounding sky 
Loud rings the Nation's cry, — 
Union and Liberty! One evermore! 



SONGS OF WELCOME AND FARE- 
WELL 



AMERICA TO RUSSIA 

AUGUST 5, 1866 

Read by Hon. G. V. Fox at a dinner given to the Mission 
from the United States, St. Petersburg. 

Though watery deserts hold apart 

The worlds of East and West, 
Still beats the seKsame human heart 

In each proud Nation's breast. 

Our floating turret tempts the main 

And dares the howling blast 
To clasp more close the golden chain 

That long has bound them fast. 

In vain the gales of ocean sweep, 

In vain the billows roar 
That chafe the wild and stormy steep 

Of storied Elsinore. 

She comes! She comes! her banners dip 

In Neva's flashing tide, 
With greetings on her cannon's lip. 

The storm-god^s iron bride! 
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Peace garlands with the olive-bough 

Her thunder-bearing tower, 
And plants before her cleaving prow 

The sea-foam's milk-white flower. 

No prairies heaped their garnered store 

To fill her sunless hold, 
Not rich Nevada's gleaming ore 

Its hidden caves infold, 

But lightly as the sea-bird swings 

She floats the depths above, 
A breath of flame to lend her wings, 

Her freight a people's lovel 

When darkness hid the starry skies 

In war's long winter night. 
One ray still cheered our straining eyes. 

The far-off Northern light 1 

And now the friendly rays return 

From lights that glow afar, 
Those clustered lamps of Heaven that burn 

Around the Western Star. 

A nation's love in tears and smiles 

We bear across the sea, 
O Neva of the banded isles. 

We moor our hearts in thee! 
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WELCOME TO THE GRAND DUKE ALEXIS 

MUSIC HALL, DECEMBER 6, 1871 

Sung to the Russian national air by the children of the 
public Schools. 

Shadowed so long by the storm-cloud of danger, 
Thou whom the prayers of an empire defend, 

Welcome, thrice welcome I but not as a stranger, 
Come to the nation that calls thee its friend! 

Bleak are our shores with the blasts of December, 
Fettered and chill is the rivulet's flow; 

Throbbing and warm are the hearts that remem- 
ber 
Who was our friend when the world was our foe. 

Look on the lips that are smiling to greet thee. 
See the fresh flowers that a people has strewn: 

Count them thy sisters and brothers that meet thee; 
Guest of the Nation, her heart is thine own! 

Fires of the North, in eternal communion. 

Blend your broad flashes with evening's bright 
star! 

God bless the Empire that loves the Great Union ; 
Strength to her people! Long life to the Czar! 
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AT THE BANQUET TO THE GRAND DUKE 

ALEXIS 

DECEMBEB 9, 1871 

One word to the guest we liave gathered to greet! 
The echoes are longing that word to repeat, — 
It springs to the lips that ai% waiting to part, 
For its syllables spell themselves first in the heart. 

Its accents may vary, its sound may be strange, 
But it bears a kind message that nothing can 

change; 
The dwellers by Neva its meaning can tell, 
Eor the smne, its interpreter, shows it fuU weU. 

That word I How it gladdened the Pilgrim of 

yore. 
As he stood in the snow on the desolate shore I 
When the shout of the sagamore startled his ear 
In the phrase of the Saxon, 't was music to heart 

Ah, little could Samoset offer our sire, — 
The cabin, the corn-cake, the seat by the fire; 
He had nothing to give, — the poor lord of the 

land, — 
But he gave him a Welcome, — his heart in his 

hand! 

The tribe of the sachem has melted away. 

But the word that he spoke is remembered to-day. 
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And the page tliat is red with the record of shame 
The tear-drops have whitened round Samoset's 
name. 

The word that he spoke to the Pilgrim of old 
May sound like a tale that has often been told; 
But the welcome we speak is as fresh as the dew, — 
As the kiss of a lover, that always is new! 

Ay, Gruest of the Nation ! each roof is thine own 

Through all the broad continent's star-bannered 
zone; 

From the shore where the curtain of mom is up- 
rolled. 

To the billows that flow through the gateway of 
gold. 

The snow-crested mountains are calling aloud; 

Nevada to Ural speaks out of the doud. 

And Shasta shouts forth, from his throne in the 

sky. 
To the storm-splintered summits, the peaks of 

Altai! 

You must leave him, they say, till the summer is 

green! 
Both shores are his home, though the waves roll 

between; 
And then we 'U return him, with thanks for the 

same. 
As fresh and as smiling and tall as he came. 
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But ours is the region of arctic delight; 
We can show him auroras and pole-stars by night; 
There 's a Muscovy sting in the ice-tempered air, 
And our firesides are warm and our maidens are 
fair. 

The flowers are full-blown in the garlanded hall, — 
They will bloom round his footsteps wherever they 

fall; 
For the splendors of youth and the sunshine they 

bring 
Make the roses believe 't is the summons of Spring. 

One word of our language he needs must know 

weU, 
But another remains that is harder to spell; 
We shall speak it so ill, if he wishes to learn 
How we utter FareweUy he will have to return 1 



AT THE BANQUET TO THE CHINESE 

EMBASSY 

AUGUST 21, 1868 

Brothers, whom we may not reach 
Through the veil of alien speech, 
Welcome! welcome I eyes can tell 
What the lips in vain would speU, — 
Words that hearts can understand, 
Brothers from the Flowery Land I 
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That glitter by the sunset sea, — 
Waits with outspread arms for thee I 

Open wide, ye gates of gold. 
To the Dragon's banner-fold! 
Builders of the mighiy wall. 
Bid your mountain barriers fall I 
So may the girdle of the sun 
Bind the East and West in one, 

Till Mount Shasta's breezes fan 
The snowy peaks of Ta Sieue-Shan, — 
Till Erie blends its waters blue 
With the waves of Tung-Ting-Hu, — 
Till deep Missouri lends its flow 
To swell the rushing Hoang-Ho! 



AT THE BANQUET TO THE JAPANESE 

EMBASSY 

AUGUST 2, 1872 

We welcome you, Lords of the Land of the Sun I 
The voice of the many sounds feebly through one; 
Ah! would 't were a voice of more musical tone, 
But the dog-star is here, and the song-birds have 
flown. 

And what shall I sing that can cheat you of smiles, 
Ye heralds of peace from the Orient isles? 
If only the Jubilee — Why did you wait? 
You are welcome, but oh! you 're a little too late ! 
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We have greeted our brothers of Ireland and 

France, 
Round the fiddle of Strauss we have joined in the 

dance, 
We have lagered Heir Saro, that fine -looking man, 
And glorified Godfrey, whose name it is Dan. 

What a pityl we 've missed it and you 've mieaed 

it too, 
We had a day ready and waiting for you ; 
We 'd have shown you — provided, of course, you 

had come ~ 
You'd have heard — no, you wouldn't, because it 

was dumb. 

And then the great organ! The chorus's shout! 

Like the mixture teetotalers call "Cold with- 
out" — 

A mingling of elements, strong, but not sweet; 

And the drum, just referred to, that "couldn't be 
beat." 

The shrineB of our pilgrims are not like your own. 
Where white Fusiyama lifts proudly its cone, 
(The snow-mantled mountain we see on the fan 
That cools our hot cheeks with a breeze from 
Japan.) 



But OUTS the wide temple where worship is free 
As the wind of the prairie, the wave of the sea; 
You may build your own altar wherever you will, 
For the roof of that temple is over you still. 
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One dome oyerarehes the star-bannered shore; 
You may enter the Pope's or the Puritan's door, 
Or pass with the Buddhist his gateway of bronze, 
For a priest is but Maa, be he bishop or bonze. 

And the lesson we teach with the sword and the pen 
Is to all of God's children, "We also are men! 
If you wrong us we smart, if you prick us we bleed, 
If you love us, no quarrel with color or creed! " 

You '11 find us a well-meaning, free-spoken crowd, 
Good-natured enough, but a little too loud, — 
To be sure, there is always a bit of a row 
When we choose our Tycoon, and especially now. 

You '11 take it all calmly, — we want you to see 
What a peaceable fight such a contest can be. 
And of one thing be certain, however it ends. 
You will find that our voters have chosen your 
friends. 

If the horse that stands saddled is first in the race. 
You will greet your old friend with the weed in his 

face; 
And if the white hat and the White House agree, 
You '11 find H. G. really as loving as he. 

But oh, what a pity — once more I must say — 
That we could not have joined in a "Japanese 

day"! 
Such greeting we give you to-night as we can; 
Long life to our brothers and friends of Japan I 
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The liord of the mountain looks down from his 

crest 
As the banner of morning unfurls in the West; 
The Eagle was always the friend of the Sun ; 
You are welcome I — The song of the cage-bird is 

done. 



BRYANT'S SEVENTIETH BIRTHDAY 

NOVEliBEB 3, 1864 

O EVEN-HANDED Nature ! we confess 
This life that men so honor, love, and bless 
Has filled thine olden measure. Not the less 

We count the precious seasons that remain; 

Strike not the level of the golden grain, 

But heap it high with years, that earth may gain 

What heaven can lose, — for heaven is rich in 

song: 
Do not all poets, dying, still prolong 
Their broken chants amid the seraph throng. 

Where, blind no more, Ionia's bard is seen. 
And England's heavenly minstrel sits between 
The Mantuan and the wan-cheeked Florentine? 

This was the first sweet singer in the cage 
Of our close-woven life. A new-bom age 
Claims in his vesper song its heritage : 
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Spare us, oh spare us long our heart's desire! 
Moloch, who calls our children through the fire, 
Leaves us the gentle master of the lyre. 

We count not on the dial of the sun 

The hours, the minutes, that his sands have run; 

Bather, as on those flowers that one by one 

From earliest dawn their ordered bloom display 
TiU evening's planet with her guiding ray 
Leads in the blind old mother of the day, 

We reckon by his songs, each song a flower, 

The long, long daylight, numbering hour by hour, 

Each breathing sweetness like a bridal bower. 

His morning glory shall we e'er forget? 
His noontide's full-blown lily coronet? 
His evening primrose has not opened yet; 

Nay, even if creeping Time should hide the skies 
In midnight from his century-laden eyes. 
Darkened like his who sang of Paradise, 

Would not some hidden song-bud open bright 
As the resplendent cactus of the night 
That floods the gloom with fragrance and with 
Ught? 

How can we praise the verse whose music flows 
With solenm cadence and majestic close. 
Pure as the dew that filters through the rose? 
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How shall we thank him that in evil clays 

He faltered never, — nor for hlame, nor praise. 

Nor hire, nor party, shamed Iiis earlier lays? 

But as his boyhood was of manliest hue, 
So to his youth his manly years were true, 
All dyed in royal purple through and through I 

He for whose touch the lyre of Heaven is strung 
Needs not the flattering toil of mortal tongue : 
Let not the singer grieve to die unsung 1 

Marbles forget their message to mankind: 

In his own verse the poet still we find, 

In his own page his memory lives enshrined, 

As in their amber sweets the smothered bees, — ■ 
As the fair cedar, fallen before the breeze, 
Lies self -embalmed amidst the mouldering trees. 

Poets, like youngest children, never grow 
Out of their mother's fondness. Nature so 
Holds their soft hands, and will not let them go, 

Till at the last they track with even feet 
Her rhythmic footsteps, and their pulses beat 
Twinned with her pulses, and their lips repeat 

The secrets she has told them, as their own: 
Thus is the inmost soul of Nature known, 
And the rapt minstrel shares her awful throne ! 



BRYANTS SEVENTIETH BIRTHDAY 95 

O lover of her mountains and her woods, 

Her bridal chamber's leafy solitudes, 

Where Love himself with tremulous step intrudes, 

Her snows fall harmless on thy sacred fire: 
Far be the day that claims thy soimding lyre 
To join the music of the angel choir I 

Yet, since life's amplest measure must be filled, 
Since throbbing hearts must be forever stiUed, 
And all must fade that evening simsets gild, 

Grant, Father, ere he close the mortal eyes 

That see a Nation's reeking sacrifice. 

Its smoke may vanish from these blackened skies! 

Then, when his summons comes, since come it 

must. 
And, looking heavenward with unfaltering trust. 
He wraps his drapery round him for the dust. 

His last fond glance will show him o'er his head 
The Northern fires beyond the zenith spread 
In lambent glory, blue and white and red, — 

The Southern cross without its bleeding load. 
The milky way of peace all freshly strewed. 
And every white-throned star fixed in its lost 
abode I 
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A FAREWELL TO AGASSIZ 

How the mountains talked together, 

Looking down upon the weather, 

When they heard our friend had planned his 

Little trip among the Andes I 

How they '11 bare their snowy scalps 

To the climber of the Alps 

When the cry goes through their passes, 
" Here comes the great Agassiz I " 
" Yes, I 'm tall," says Cbimborazo, 
" But I wait for him to say so, — 

That 's the only thing that lacks, — he 

Must see me, Cotopaxi I " 
" Ay ! ay ! " the fire-peak thunders, 
" And he must view my wonders I 

I 'm but a lonely crater 

Till I have him for spectator I " 

The mountain hearts are yearning, 

The lavartorches burning, 

The rivers bend to meet him. 

The forests bow to greet him, 

It thrills the spinal column 

Of fossil fishes solemn. 

And glaciers crawl the faster 

To the feet of their old master I 

Heaven keep him well and hearty. 

Both him and all his party I 

From the sun that broils and smites, 

From the centipede that bites. 

From the hail-storm and the thunder, 
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From the vampire and the condor, 

From the gust upon the river, 

From the sudden earthquake shiver, 

From the trip of mule or donkey, 

From the midnight howling monkey. 

From the stroke of knife or dagger. 

From the pimia and the jaguar. 

From the horrid boa-constrictor 

That has scared us in the pictur', 

From the Indians of the Pampas 

Who would dine upon their grampas. 

From every beast and vermin 

That to think of sets us squirmin', 

From every snake that tries on 

The traveller his p'ison. 

From every pest of Natur', 

Likewise the alligator. 

And from two things left behind him, — 

(Be sure they 'U try to find him,) 

The tax-bill and assessor, — 

Heaven keep the great Professor I 

May he find, with his apostles. 

That the land is f uU of fossils, 

That the waters swarm with fishes 

Shaped according to his wishes, 

That every pool is fertile 

In fancy kinds of turtle. 

New biJds axound him singing. 

New insects, never stingin?, ^ 

With a million novel data 

About the articulata. 

And facts that strip off all husks 

From the history of mollusks. 
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And when, with loud Te Ueum, 
He returns to his Museum, 
May he find the monstrous reptile 
That so long the land has kept iU 
By Grant and Sherman throttled, 
And by Father Abraham bottled, 
(All specked and streaked and mottled 
With the scars of murderous battles, 
Where he clashed the iron rattles 
That gods and men he shook at,) 
!For all the world to look at I 



God bless the great Professor 1 
And Madam, too, God bless her [ 
Bless him and all bis band, 
On the sea and on the land, 
Bless them head and heart and hand. 
Till their glorious raid is o'er. 
And they touch our ransomed shore I 
Then the welcome of a nation. 
With its shout of exultation, 
Shall awake the dumb creation. 
And the shapes of buried teons 
Join the living creatures' peeans, 
Till the fossil echoes roar ; 
While the mighty megalosaurua 
Leads the palieozoic chorus, — 
God bless the great Professor, 
And the land his proud possessor,— 
Bless them now and evermore 1 
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AT A DINNER TO ADMIRAL FARRAGUT 

JULY 6, 1866 

Now, smiling friends and sUpmates all. 

Since IiaH our batde 's won, 
A broadside for our Admiral! 

Load every crystal gun! 
Stand ready till I give the word, — 

You won't have time to tire, — 
And when that glorious name is heard. 

Then hip! hurrah! and fire! 

Bow foremost sinks the rebel craft, — 

Our eyes not sadly turn 
And see the pirates huddling aft 

To drop their raft astern; 
Soon o'er the sea-worm's destined prey 

The lifted wave shall close, — 
So perish from the face of day 

All Freedom's banded foes! 

But ah! what splendors fire the sky I 

What glories greet the mom ! 
The storm-tost banner streams on high. 

Its heavenly hues new-born I 
Its red fresh dyed in heroes' blood, 

Its peaceful white more pure. 
To float unstained o'er field and flood 

While earth and seas endure! 

All shapes before the driving blast 
Must glide from mortal view; 
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Black roll the billows of the past 

Behind the present's blue, 
Fast, fast, are lessening in the light 

The names of high renown, — 
Van Tromp's proud besom fades from sight, 

And Nelson 's half hull down! 

Scarce one tall frigate walks the sea 

Or skirts the safer shores 
Of all that bore to victory 

Our stout old commodores; 
Hull, Bainbridge, Porter, — where are they? 

The waves their answer roll, 
"Still bright in memory's sunset ray,— 

God rest each gallant soul! " 

A brighter name must dun their light 

With more than noontide ray. 
The Sea-King of the **Eiver Fight,'* 

The Conqueror of the Bay, — 
Now then the broadside ! cheer on cheer 

To greet him safe on shore! 
Health, peace, and many a bloodless year 

To fight his battles o'er! 



AT A DINNER TO GENERAL GRANT 

JULY 31, 1865 

When treason first began the strife 
That crimsoned sea and shore. 

The Nation poured her hoarded life 
On Freedom*s threshing-floor; 
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From field and prairie, east and west. 

From coast and hill and plain, 
The sheaves of ripening manhood pressed 

Thick as the bearded grain. 

Bich was the harvest; souls as true 

As ever battle tried; 
But fiercer still the conflict grew, 

The floor of death more wide; 
Ah, who forgets that dreadful day 

Whose blot of grief and shame 
Four bitter years scarce wash away 

In seas of blood and flame? 

Vain, vain the Nation's lofty boasts, — 

Vain all her sacrifice ! 
*'Give me a man to lead my hosts, 

O God in heaven 1 " she cries. 
While Battle whirls his crushing flail. 

And plies his winnowing fan, — 
Thick flies the chaff on every gale, — 

She cannot find her man! 

Bravely they fought who failed to win, — 

Our leaders battle-scarred, — 
Fighting the hosts of hell and sin. 

But devils die always hard! 
Blame not the broken tools of God 

That helped our sorest needs; 
Through paths that martyr feet have trod 

The conqueror's steps He leads. 
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But now the heavens grow black with doubt. 
The ravens fill the sky, 
"Friends " plot within, foes storm without, 

Hark, — that despairing cry, 
"Where is the heart, the hand, the brain 
To dare, to do, to plan? " 
The bleeding Nation shrieks in vain, — 
She has not found her man ! 

A Uttle echo stirs the air, — 

Some tale, whatever it be. 
Of rebels routed in their lair 

Along the Tennessee. 
The little echo spreads and grows, 

And soon the trump of Fame 
Has taught the Nation's friends and foes 

The "man on horseback" 's name. 

So well his warlike wooing sped, 

No fortress might resist 
His billets-doux of lisping lead, 

The bayonets in his fist, — 
With kisses from his cannons' mouth 

He made his passion known 
Till Vicksburg, vestal of the South, 

Unbound her virgin zone. 

And still where'er his banners led 

He conquered as he came. 
The trembling hosts of treason fled 

Before his breath of flame. 
And Fame's still gathering echoes grew 

Till high o'er Bichmond's towers 
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The starry fold of Freedom flew, 
And all the land was ours. 

Welcome from fields where valor fought 

To feasts where pleasure waits ; 
A Nation gives you smiles unbought 

At all her opening gates! 
Forgive us when we press your hand, — 

Your war-worn features scan, — 
God sent you to a bleeding land; 

Our Nation found its man I 



TO H. W. LONGFELLOW 

BEFORE HIS DEPARTURE FOR EUROPE, MAT 27, 1868 

OuK Poet, who has taught the Western breeze 
To waft his songs before him o'er the seas. 
Will find them wheresoe'er his wanderings reach 
Borne on the spreading tide of English speech 
Twin with the rhythmic waves that kiss the farthest 
beach. 

Where shall the singing bird a stranger be 
That finds a nest for him in every tree? 
How shall he travel who can never go 
Where his own voice the echoes do not know, 
Where his own garden flowers no longer leam to 
grow? 

Ah I gentlest soul! how gracious, how benign 
Breathes through our troubled life that voice of 
thine, 
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Filled with a sweetness bora of happier spheres. 
That wins and warms, that kindles, softens, 

cheers, 
That calms the wildest woe and stays the bitterest 

tearsi 

Forgive the simple words that sound like praise ; 
The mist before me dims my gilded phrase ; 
Our speech at best is half alive and cold, 
And save that tenderer moments make us bold 
Our whitening lips would close, their truest truth 
imtold. 

We who behold our autumn aun below 
The Seoipion's sign, against the Areher's bow, 
Know well what parting means of friend from 
friend ; 
After the snows no freshening dews descend, 
And what the frost has marred, the sunshine will 
not mend. 

So we all count the months, the weeks, the days. 
That keep thee from us in im.wonted ways, 
Grudging to alien hearths our widowed time; 
And one has shaped a breath in artless rhyme 
That sighs, "We track thee still through each 
remotest clime," 



Wbat wishes, longings, blessings, prayera shall 

be 
The more than golden freight that floats with 

theel 
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And know, whatever welcome thou shalt find, — 

Thou who hast won the hearts of half mankind, — 

The proudest, fondest love thou leavest still behind! 



TO CHRISTIAN GOTTFRIED EHRENBERG 

FOR HIS ^'JUBILiEUM" AT BERLIN, NOVEBIBER 5, 1868 

This poem was written at the suggestion of Mr. Greorge 
Bancroft, the historian. 

Thou who hast taught the teachers of mankind 

How from the least of things the mightiest grow, 
What marvel jealous Nature made thee blind. 

Lest man should learn what angels long to know? 
Thou in the flinty rock, the river's flow. 

In the thick-moted sunbeam's sifted light 
Hast trained thy downward-pointed tube to show 

Worlds within worlds imveiled to mortal sight, 
Even as the patient watchers of the night, — 

The cyclope gleaners of the fruitful skies, — 
Show the wide misty way where heaven is white 

All paved with suns that daze our wondering 
eyes. 

Far o'er the stormy deep an empire lies. 

Beyond the storied islands of the blest. 
That waits to see the lingering day-star rise; 

The forest-cinctured Eden of the West; 
Whose queen, fair Freedom, twines her iron crest 

With leaves from every wreath that mortals wear, 
But loves the sober garland ever best 

That science lends the sage's silvered hair; — 
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Science, who makes life's heritage more fair, 

Forging for every lock its mastering key, 
Filling with life and hope the stagnant air, 

Pouring the light of Heaven o'er land and seal 
From her imsceptred realm we come to thee, 

Bearing oiu" slender tribnte in onr hands ; 
Deem it not worthless, humble though it be, 

Set by the larger gifts of older lands : 
The smallest fibres weave the strongest bands, — 

In narrowest tubes the sovereign nerves are 
spun, — 
A little cord along the deep sea-sands 

Makes the live thought of severed nations one; 
Thy fame has journeyed westering with the sun. 

Prairies and lone sierras know thy name 
And the long day of service nobly done 

That crowns thy darkened evening with its Hame 1 

One with the grateful world, we own thy claim, — 

Nay, rather claim our right to join the throng 
Who come with varied tongues, but hearts the same, 

To hail thy festal mom with smiles and song; 
Ah, happy they to whom the joys belong 

Of peaceful triumphs that can never die 
From History's record, — not of gilded wrong, 

But golden truths that, while the world goes by 
With all its empty p^eant, blazoned high 

Around the Master's name forever shine! 
So shines thy name illumined in the sky, — 

Such joys, such trlimiphs, such remembrance 
thine! 




i 
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A TOAST TO WILKIE COLLINS 

FEBRUABT 16, 1874 

The painter's and the poet's fame 

Shed their twinned lustre round his name, 

To gild our story-teller's art. 

Where each in turn must play his part. 

What scenes from Wilkie's pencil sprang. 
The minstrel saw but left unsungi 
What shapes the pen of Collins drew. 
No painter clad in living huel 

But on our artist's shadowy screen 
A stranger miracle is seen 
Than priest unveils or pilgrim seeks, — 
The poem breathes, the picture speaks! 

And so his double name comes true. 
They christened better than they knew. 
And Art proclaims him twice her son, — • 
Painter and poet, both in one I 
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FOR THE SERVICES IN MEMORY OP 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

CITT OF BOSTON, JUNB 1, 1865 
GHOBAIi : " LUTHEB'S JUDGMENT HYMN." 

O Thou of soul and sense and breath 

The ever-present Giver, 
Unto thy mighty Angel, Death, 

All flesh thou dost deliver; 
What most we cherish we resign, 
For life and death alike are thine, 

Who reignest Lord foreverl 

Our hearts lie buried in the dust 
With him so true and tender. 

The patriot's stay, the people's trust. 
The shield of the offender; 

Yet every murmuring voice is still. 

As, bowing to thy sovereign will. 
Our best-loved we surrender. 

Dear Lord, with pitying eye behold 

This martyr generation, 
Which thou, through trials manifold. 

Art showing thy salvation! 



Abraham Lincoln^ in 1864 
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Oh let the blood by murder spilt 
Wash out thy stricken children's guilt 
And sanctify our nation ! 

Be thou thy orphaned Israel's friend, 

Forsake thy people never, 
In One our broken Many blend, 

That none again may sever I 
Hear us, O Father, while we raise 
With trembling lips our song of praise, 

And bless thy name forever I 



FOR THE COMMEMORATION SERVICES 

CAMBRIDOEy JX7LT 21, 1865 

FoUB summers coined their golden light in leaves, 
Four wasteful autumns flimg them to the gale. 

Four winters wore the shroud the tempest weaves, 
The fourth wan April weeps o'er hiU and 
vale; 

And still the war-clouds scowl on sea and land, 
With the red gleams of battle staining through. 

When lo I as parted by an angel's hand. 
They open, and the heavens again are blue I 

Which is the dream, the present or the past? 

The night of anguish or the joyous mom? 
The long, long years with horrors overcast. 

Or the sweet promise of the day new-bom? 
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Tell U9, O father, as thine anus infold 

Thy belted first-born in their fast embrace, 
Murmuriiig the prayer the patriarch breathed of 
old,— 

"Now let me die, for I have seen thy face! " 

Tell us, O mother, — nay, thou canat not speak, 
But thy fond eyes shall answer, brimmed with 
joy, — 

Press thy mute lips against the aunbrowned cheek, 
Is this a phantom, — thy returning boy? 

Tell us, O maiden, — ah, what canst thou tell 
That Nature's record is not first to teach, — 

The open Tolume all can read bo well. 

With its twin rose-hued pages full of speech? 

And ye who mourn your dead, — how sternly true 
The crushing hour that wrenched their lives away. 

Shadowed with sorrow's midnight veil for you, 
For them the dawning of immortal day 1 

Dream-like these years of conflict, not a dream! 

Death, ruin, aslies tell the awful tale, 
Bead by the flaming war-traek'a lurid gleam: 

No dream, but truth that turns the nations 

pale! 



Tor on the pillar raised by martyr hands 
Bums the rekindled beacon of the right, 

Sowing its seeds of fire o'er all the lands, — 
Thrones look a century older in its light 1 



FOR COMMEMORATION SERVICES 111 

Some had her triumphs ; round the conqueror's car 
The ensigns waved, the brazen clarions blew, 

And o'er the reeking spoils of bandit war 
With outspread wings the cruel eagles flew; 

Arms, treasures, captives, kings in clanking chains 
Urged on by trampling cohorts bronzed and 
scarred. 

And wild-eyed wonders snared on Libyan plains. 
Lion and ostrich and camelopard. 

Vain all that praetors clutched, that consuls 
brought 
men Rome's returning legions crowed their 
lord; 
Less than the least brave deed these hands have 
wrought. 
We clasp, unclinching from the bloody sword. 

Theirs was the mighty work that seers foretold; 

They know not half their glorious toil has won. 
For this is Heaven's same battle, — joined of old 

When Athens fought for us at Marathon! 

Behold a vision none hath imderstoodi 
The breaking of the Apocalyptic seal; 

Twice rings the summons. — Hail and fire and 
blood! 
Then the third angel blows his trumpet-peaL 

Loud wail the dwellers on the myrtled coasts, 
The green savannas swell the maddened cry, 
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And with a yell from all the demon hosts 

FaUs the great star called Wormwood from the 
sky I 

Bitter it mingles with the poisoned flow 
Of the warm rivers winding to the shore, 

Thousands must drink the waves of death and woe, 
But the star Wormwood stains the heavens no 
morel 

Peace smiles at last; the Nation calls her sons 
To sheathe the sword ; her battle-flag she furls, 

Spealis in glad thunders from imahotted guns, 
No terror shrouded in the smoke -wreath's curia. 

O ye that fought for Freedom, living, dead, 
One sacred host of God's anointed Queen, 

For every holy drop your veins have shed 

We breathe a welcome to our bowers of green! 

Welcome, ye living! from the foeman's gripe 
Your country's banner it was yours to wrest, — 

Ah, many a forehead shows the banner-stripe, 
And stars, onee crimson, hallow many a breast. 

And ye, pale heroes, who from glory's bed 
Mark when your old battalions form in line. 

Move in their marching ranks with noiseless tread, 
And shape unheard the evening countersign. 

Come with your comrades, the returning brave; 
Shoulder to shoulder they await you here; 
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These lent the life their martyr-brothers gave, — 
Living and dead alike forever dear I 



EDWARD EVERETT 

"OUR FIRBT CmZEN" 

Bead at the meeting of the Massachusetts Historical So- 
ciefyy January 30, 1865. 

Winteb's cold drift lies glistening o'er his 
breast; 

For him no spring shall bid the leaf imfold: 
What Love could speak, by sudden grief oppressed, 

What swiftly summoned Memory tell, is told. 

Even as the bells, in one consenting chime, 
Filled with their sweet vibrations all the air, 

So joined all voices, in that mournful time, 
His genius, wisdom, virtues, to declare. 

What place is left for words of measured praise. 
Till calm-eyed History, with her iron pen. 

Grooves in the unchanging rock the final phrase 
That shapes his image in the souls of men? 

Yet while the echoes still repeat his name, 

While countless tongues his full-orbed life re- 
hearse. 

Love, by his beating pulses taught, will claim 
The breath of song, the tuneful throb of verse, — 
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Verse tbat, in ever-changing ebb. and flow, 

Moves, like the laboring heart, with rush and 
rest. 
Or swings in solemn cadence, sad and slow* 

Like the tired heaving of a grief -worn breast. 

This was a mind so rounded, so complete, 

No partial gift of Nature in excess, 
That, like a single stream where many meet. 

Each separate talent counted something less. 

A little hillock, if it lonely stand. 

Holds o'er the fields an undisputed reign; 

While the broad summit of the table-land 
Seems with its belt of clouds a level plain. 



Servant of all his powers, that faithful slave. 
Unsleeping Memory, strengthening with hia 
toils. 

To every ruder task his shoulder gave, 
And loaded every day with golden spoils. 

Order, the law of Heaven, was throned supreme 
O'er action, instinct, impulse, feeling, thought; 

True as the dial's shadow to the beam, 

Each hour was equal to the charge it brought. 

Too large his compass for the nicer skill 

That weighs the world of science grain by grain ; 

All realms of knowledge owned the mastering 
wiU 
That claimed the franchise of its whole domain. 
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Eaxth, air, sea, sky, the elemental fire, 

Art, history, song, — what meanings lie in each 

Found in his cunning hand a stringless lyre. 
And poured their mingling music through his 
speech. 

Thence flowed those anthems of our festal days, 
Whose ravishing division held apart 

The Ups of Hstening throngs in sweet amaze. 
Moved in all breasts the selfsame human heart. 

Subdued his accents, as of one who tries 

To press some care, some haunting sadness down; 

His smile half shadow; and to stranger eyes 
The kingly forehead wore an iron crown. 

He was not armed to wrestle with the storm. 
To fight for homely truth with vulgar power; 

Grace looked from every feature, shaped his 
form, — 
The rose of Academe, — the perfect flower! 

Such was the stately scholar whom we knew 
In those ill days of soul-enslaving ealm, 

Before the blast of Northern vengeance blew 
Her snow-wreathed pine against the Southern 
palm. 

Ah, God forgive us! did we hold too cheap 

The heart we might have known, but would not 
see. 

And look to find the nation's friend asleep 
Through the dread hour of her Gethsemane? 
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That wrong is past ; we gave him up to Death 

With all a hero's honors rounil his name ; 
As martyrs coin their blood, he coined his breath, 

And dimmed the scholar's in the patriot's fam& 

So shall we blazon on the shaft we raise, — ■ 

Telling our grief, our pride, to unborn years, — 

"He who had lived the mark of all men's praise 
Died with the tribute of a Nation's tears." 



SHAKESPEARE 

TEBOEMTENMIAL CF.LSBfiATIOH 

APBO. 23, 1864 

"Who claims our Sh^espeare from that realm 

unknown, 
Beyond the storm-vexed islands of the deep, 
Where Genoa's roving mariner was blown? 

Her twofold Saint's-day let our Enghind keep; 
Shall warring aliens share her holy task?" 
The Old World echoes ask. 

land of Shakespeare! ours with all thy past, 
Till these last years that make the sea so wide, 

Think not the Jar of battle's trumpet-blast 
Has dulled our aching sense to joyous pride 

In every noble woi-d thy sons bequeathed 
The air our fathers breathed I 

War-wasted, haggard, panting from the ttrife. 
We turn to other days and far-off landa, 
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Live o'er in dreams the Poet's faded life, 

Come with fresh lilies in our fevered hands 
To wreathe his bust, and scatter purple flowers, — 
Not his the need, but ours I 

We call those poets who are first to mark 

Through earth's dull mist the coming of the 
dawn, — 
Who see in twilight's gloom the first pale spark, 

While others only note that day is gone; 
For him the Lord of light the curtain rent 
That veils the firmament. 

The greatest for its greatness is half known, 

Stretching beyond our narrow quadrant-lines, — 

As in that world of Nature all outgrown 
Where Calaveras lifts his awful pines, 

And cast from Mariposa's mountain-wall 
Nevada's cataracts fall. 

Yet heaven's remotest orb is partly ours. 
Throbbing its radiance Kke a beating heart; 

Li the wide compass of angeHc powers 

The instinct of the blindworm has its part; 

So in God's kingliest creature we behold 
The flower our buds infold. 

With no vain praise we mock the stone-carved name 
Stamped once on dust that moved with pulse and 
breath. 

As thinking to enlarge that amplest fame 

Whose undimmed glories gild the night of death ; 
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We praise not star or sun ; in these we see 
Thee, Father, only thee! 

Thy gifts are beauty, wisdom, power, and love; 

We read, we reverence on this hiiman soiil, — 
Earth's clearest mirror of the light above, — 

Plain as the record on thy prophet's scroll, 
When o'er his page the efSuent splendors poured, 
Thine own "Thus saith the Lord! " 



This player waa a prophet from on high, 

Thine own elected. Statesman, poet, sage, 
For him thy sovereign jdeasure passed them by ; 
Sidney's fair youth, and Raleigh's ripened 
age, 
Spenser's chaste soul, and his imperial mind 
Who taught and shamed mankind. 

Therefore we bid our hearts' Te Deum rise, 
Nor fear to make thy worship less divine. 

And hear the shouted choral shake the skies, 
Counting all glory, power, and wisdom ttiinei 

For thy great gift thy greater name adore, 
And praise thee evermore I 

In this dread hour of Nature's utmost need. 

Thanks for these unstained drops of freshening 
dew! 
Oh, while our martyrs fall, our heroes bleed, 
Keep us to every sweet remembrance true. 
Till from this blood-red smiset springs new-bom 
Our Nation's second morn! 



I 
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IN MEMORY OF JOHN AND ROBERT WARE 

Bead at the annnal meeting of the Massachusetts Medical 
Society, May 25, 1864. 

No mystic charm, no mortal art, 

Can bid our loved companions stay; 
The bands that clasp tliem to our heart 
Snap in death's frost and fall apart; 
Like shadows fading with the day, 
They pass away. 

The young are stricken in their pride, 

The old, long tottering, faint and fall; 
Master and scholar, side by side. 
Through the dark portals silent glide, 
That open in life's mouldering wall 
And close on all. 

Our friend's, our teacher's task was done, 
When Mercy called him from on high; 
A little cloud had dimmed the sun. 
The saddening hours had just begun. 
And darker days were drawing nigh: 
'T was time to die. 

A whiter soul, a fairer mind, 

A life with purer course and aim, 
A gentler eye, a voice more kind. 
We may not look on earth to find. 
The love that lingers o'er his name 
Is more than fame* 
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Theae blood-red summers ripen fast; 
The Bona are older tlian the sirea; 
Ere yet the tree to earth is cast, 
The aapling falls before the blast ; 

Life's ashes keep their covered fires, ^ 
Its flame expires. 

Struck by the noiseless, viewless foe, 

Whoae deadlier breath than shot or shell 
Haa laid the best and bravest low. 
His boy, all bright in morning's glow, 
That high-aouled youth he loved so well, 
Untimely fell. 

Tet still he wore hia placid smile, 

And, trustful in the cheering creed 
That strives all sorrow to beguile. 
Walked calmly on his way awhile : 

Ah, breast that leans on breaking reed 
Must ever bleed I 

So they botli left us, aire and eon, 

With opening leaf, with laden bough; 
The youth whose race was just begun, 
The wearied man whoae courae was run, 
Its record written on hia brow. 
Are brothers now. 

Brothers ! — The music of the sound 

Breathes softly through my closing strain; 
The floor we trea<l is holy ground. 
Those gentle spirits hovering round, 
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While our fair circle joins again 
Its broken chain. 

1864. 



HUMBOLDT'S BIRTHDAY 

CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION, SEPTEMBER 14, 18G9 
BONAPARTE, AUGUST 15, 1769. — HUMBOLDT, SEPTEMBER 14, 1709 

Ebe yet the warning chimes of midnight sound, 
Set back the flaming index of the year, 

Track the swift-shifting seasons in their round 
Through fivescore circles of the swinging sphere! 

Lo, in yon islet of the midland sea 

That cleaves the storm-cloud with its snowy crest, 
The embryo-heir of Empires yet to be, 

A month-old babe upon his mother's breast. 

Those little hands that soon shall grow so strong 
In their rude grasp great thrones shall rock and 
fall. 

Press her soft bosom, while a nursery song 
Holds the world's master in its slender thralL 

Look! a new crescent bends its silver bow; 

A new-lit star has fired the eastern sky; 
Hark! by the river where the lindens blow 

A waiting household hears an infant's cry. 

This, too, a conqueror ! His the vast domain, 
Wider than widest sceptre-shadowed lands; 
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Karth and the weltering kingdom of the main 
Laid theu' broad charters in his loyal hands. 

Ilia was no taper lit in cloistered cage, 

Its glimmer borrowed from the grove or porch; 

He read the record of the planet's page 
By Etna's glare and Cotopaxi's torch. 

He heard the voices of the pathless woods ; 

On the salt steppes he saw the starlight shine; 
He scaled the mountain's windy solitudes, 

And trod the galleries of the breathless mine. 

For him no fingering of the love-strung lyre, 

No problem vague, by torturing schoolmen vexed ,• 

He fed no broken altar's dying fire. 

Nor skulked and scowled behind a Eabbi's text. 

For God's new truth he claimed the kingly robe 
That priestly shoulders counted all their own, 

UnroUed the gospel of the storied globe 

And led young Science to her empty throne. 

While the roiind planet on its axle spins 

One fruitfid year shall boast its double birth. 

And show the cradles of its mighty twins. 
Master and Servant of the sons of earth. 

Which wears the garland that shall never fade. 

Sweet with fair memories that can never die? 
Ask not the marbles where their bones are lidd, 



But bow thine ear to hear thy brothers' cry:- 



1 



d 
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**Tear up the despot's laarels by the root, 
Like mandrakes, shrieking as they quit the 
soill 
Feed us no more upon the blood-red fruit 
That sucks its crimson from the heart of 
ToU! 

^^ We claim the food that fixed our mortal fate, — 
Bend to our reach the long-forbidden tree ! 

The angel frowned at Eden's eastern gate, — 
Its western portal is forever free ! 

^^ Bring the white blossoms of the waning year. 
Heap with fall hands the peaceful conqueror's 
shrine 

Whose bloodless triumphs cost no sufferer's tear I 
Hero of knowledge, be our tribute thine! " 



POEM 

AT THE DEDICATION OF THE HALLECK MONUMENT, JULY 

8, 1869 

Say not the Poet dies ! 

Though in the dust he lies, 
He cannot forfeit his melodious breath, 

Unsphered by envious death! 
Life drops the voiceless myriads from its roll; 

Their fate he cannot share. 

Who, in the enchanted air 
Sweet with the lingering strains that Echo stole, 
Has left his dearer self, the music of his soul! 
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We o'er his turf may raise 

Our notes of feeble praise. 
And carve with pious care for after eyes 

The stone with "Here he lies; " 
He for himself has built a nobler shrine, 

Whose walls of stately rhyme 

Boll back the tides of time, 
While o'er their gates the gleaming tablets shine 
That wear his name inwrought with many a golden 
line I 

Call not our Poet dead. 
Though on his turf we tread! 
Green is the wreath their brows so long have 
worn, — 
The minstrels of the mom. 
Who, while the Orient burned with new-bom 
&ame, 
Caught that celestial fire 
And struck a Nation's lyre I 
These taught the western winds the poet's 
name; 
Theirs the first opening buds, the maiden flowers 
of fame ! 

Count not our Poet dead! 

The stars shall watch his bed, 
The rose of Jime its fragrant life renew 

His blushing mound to strew, 
And all the tuneful throats of summer swell 

With trills as crystal-clear 

As when he wooed the ear 
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Of the young muse that haunts each wooded dell, 
With songs of that ^^rough land " he loved so long 
and well! 

He sleeps; he cannot die! 

As evening's long-drawn sigh, 
Lifting the rose-leaves on his peaceful mound, 

Spreads all their sweets around, 
So, laden with his song, the breezes blow 

From where the rustling sedge 

Frets our rude ocean's edge 
To the smooth sea beyond the peaks of snow. 
His soul the air enshrines and leaves but dust below ! 



HYMN 

FOB THE CELEBRATION AT THE LATINO OF THE COBNEB- 
8T0NE OF HABVARD MEMORIAL HALL, CAMBRIDGE, 

OCTOBER 6, 1870 

Not with the anguish of hearts that are breaking 
Come we as mourners to weep for our dead; 

Ghrief in our breasts has grown weary of aching, 
Grreen is the turf where our tears we have shed. 

While o'er their marbles the mosses are creeping. 
Stealing each name and its legend away. 

Give their proud story to Memory's keeping. 
Shrined in the temple we hallow to-day. 

Hushed are their battle-fields, ended their inarches. 
Deaf are their ears to the drum-beat of morn, — 
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Rise from tliB sod, ye fair columns and arches I 
Tell their Lright deeds to the ages uabom I 

£mblem and legend may fade from the portal. 
Keystone may crumble and pillar may fall; 

They were the builders whose work is immortal. 
Crowned with the dome that is over us alll 
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Where, girt around by savage foes, 
Our nuituring Mother's shelter rose, 
Behold, the lofty temple stands, 
Reared by her children's grateful hands I 

Firm are the pillars that defy 
The voUeyed thunders of the sky; 
Sweet are the summer wreaths that twine 
With bud and flower our martyrs" shrine. 

The hues their tattered colors bore 

Fall mingling on the sunlit floor 

Till evening spreads her spangled pall, 

And wraps in shade the storied hall. 

Firm were their hearts in danger's hour, 
Sweet was their manhood's morning flower. 
Their hopes witli rainbow hues were bright, — 
How swiftly winged the sudden night I 
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O Mother! on thy marble page 
Thy children read, from age to age, 
The mighty word that upward leads 
Through noble thought to nobler deeds. 

Truth, heaven-bom Teuth, their fearless guide, 
Thy saints have lived, thy heroes died; 
Our love has reared their earthly shrine. 
Their gbry be forever thine I 



HYMN 

AT THE FUNEBAL SERVICES OF CHABLES SUMNEB, 

APBIL 29, 1874 

8UHO BY MALE VOICES TO A KATIONAL AIB OF HOLLAND 

Once more, ye sacred towers. 

Your solemn dirges sound; 
Strew, loving hands, the April flowers, 

Once more to deck his moimd. 

A nation mourns its dead. 

Its sorrowing voices one, 
As Israel's monarch bowed his head 

And cried, "My son I My son I " 

Why mourn for him? — For him 
The welcome angel came 
Ere yet his eye with age was dim 
Or bent his stately frame; 
His weapon stm WM bright. 
His shield was lifted high 



128 MEMORIAL VERSES 

To slay the wrong, to save the right, - 
What happier hour to die? 

Thou orderest all things well; 
Thy servant's work was done; 
He lived to hear Oppression's knell. 
The shouts for Freedom won. 
Hark! from the opening skies 
The anthem's echoing swell, ^ 
"O mourning Land, lift up thine eyesi 
God reigneth. All is well I " 
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ADDRESS 



FOR THE OPENING OF THE FIFTH AVENUE THEATRE, NEW 

YORK, DECEMBER 3, 1873 

Hang out our banners on the stately tower! 
It dawns at last — the long-expected hour ! 
The steep is climbed, the star-lit summit won. 
The builder's task, the artist's labor done; 
Before the finished work the herald stands, 
And asks the verdict of your lips and hands I 

Shall rosy daybreak make us all forget 
The golden sun that yester-evening set? 
Fair was the fabric doomed to pass away 
Ere the last headaches bom of New Year's Day; 
With blasting breath the fierce destroyer came 
And wrapped the victun in his robes of flame; 
The pictured sky with redder morning blushed, 
With scorching streams the naiad's fountain 

gushed. 
With kindling mountains glowed the funeral pyre, 
Forests ablaze and rivers all on fire, — 
The scenes dissolved, the shrivelling curtain fell, — 
Art spread her wings and sighed a long farewell I 
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Mourn o'er tliB Player's melancholy plight, — 
Falstaff in tears, Othello deadly white, — 
Poor Komeo reckoning what his doublet coat, 
And Juliet whimpei-ing for her dresses lost, — 
Their wardrobes burned, their salaries all undrawn, 
Their cues cut short, their occupation gone I 

"Lie there in dust,"the red-winged demon cried, 
"Wreck of the lordly city's hope ajid pridel " 
Silent they stand, and stare with vacant gaze, 
While o'er the embers leaps the fitful blaze; 
When, lo ! a hand, before the startled train. 
Writes in the ashes, "It shall rise again, — 
Else and confront its elemental foes! " 
The word was spoken, and the walls arose. 
And ere the seasons round their brief career 
The new-bom temple waits the unborn year. 

Ours was the toil of many a weary day 
Your smiles, your plaudits, only can repay; 
We are the monarchs of the painted scenes. 
You, you alone the real Kings and Queens! 
Lords of the little kingdom where we meet, 
We lay our gilded sceptres at your feet. 
Place in your grasp our portal's silvered keys 
With one brief utterance : We have tried to please. 
Tell us, ye sovereigns of the new domain. 
Are you content — or have we toiled in vain? 

With no irreverent glances look around 
The realm you rule, for this is haunted ground I 
Here stalks the Sorcerer, here the Fairy trips. 
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Here limps the Witch with malice-working lips, 
The Graces here their sno^ arms entwine. 
Here dwell the fairest sisters of the Nine, — 
She who, with jocund voice and twinkling eye, 
Laughs at the brood of follies as they fly; 
She of the dagger and the deadly bowl, 
Whose charming horrors thrill the trembling soul; 
She who, a truant from celestial spheres. 
In mortal semblance now and then appears. 
Stealing the fairest earthly shape she can — 
Sontag or Nilsson, Lind or Malibran; 
With these the spangled houri of the dance, ^ 
What shaft so dangerous as her melting glance. 
As poised in air she spurns the earth below, 
And points aloft her heavenly-minded toe I 

What were our life, with all its rents and seams* 
Stripped of its purple robes, our waking dreams? 
The poet's song, the bright romancer's page. 
The tinselled shows that cheat us on the stage 
Lead all our fancies captive at their will; 
Three years or threescore, we are children still. 
The little listener on his father's knee, 
With wandering Sindbad plouglis the stormy sea, 
With Gotham's sages hears the billows roll 
(Illustrious trio of the venturous bowl, 
Too early shipwrecked, for they died too soon 
To see their offspring launch the great balloon); 
Tracks the dark brigand to his mountain lair. 
Slays the grim giant, saves the lady fair. 
Fights all his country's battles o'er again 
From Bunker's blazing height to Lundy's Lane; 
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Floats with the mighty captains as they sailed. 
Before whose flag the flaming red-cross paled, 
And claims the oft-told story of the scars 
Scarce yet grown white, that saved the stripes and 
stars! 

Children of later growth, we love the Plat, 
We love its heroes, be they grave or gay. 
From squeaking, peppery, devil-defying Punch 
To roaring Richard with Ms camel-hunch; 
Adore its heroines, those immortal dames. 
Time's only rivals, whom he never tames, 
Whose youth, unchanging, lives while thrones decay 
(Age spares the Pyramids — and Dejazet); 
The saucy-aproned, razor-tongued soubrette, 
The blond-haired beauty with the eyes of Jet, 
The gorgeous Beings whom the viewless wires 
Lift to the skies in strontian-erimsoned fires. 
And all the wealth of splendor that awaits 
The throng tliat enters those Elysian gates. 

See where the hurrying crowd impatient pours, 
With noise of trampling feet and flapping doors, 
Streams to the numbered seat each pasteboard fits 
And smooths its caudal plumage as it sits; 
Waits while the slow musicians saunter in. 
Till the bald leader taps his violin ; 
Till the old overture we know so well, 
Zampa or Magic Flute or WUliam Tell, 
Has done its worst — then hark I the tinkling hell 1 
The crash is o'er — the crinkling curtain furled. 
And lo I the glories of that brighter world ! 
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Behold the offspring of the Thespian cart, 
This full-grown temple of the magic art, 
Where all the conjurers of illusion meet, 
And please us all the more, the more they cheat. 
These are the wizards and the witches too 
Who win their honest bread by cheating you 
With cheeks that drown in artificial tears 
And lying skull-caps white with seventy years. 
Sweet-tempered matrons changed to scolding Kates, 
Maids mild as moonbeams crazed with murderous 

hates. 
Kind, simple souls that stab and slash and slay 
And stick at nothing, if it 's in the play I 

Woidd all the world told haU as harmless lies I 
WoiJd all its real fools were half as wise 
As he who blinks through dull Dundreary's eyesl 
Would all the unhanged bandits of the age 
Were like the peaceful ruffilans of the stage ! 
Woidd all the cankers wasting town and state, 
The mob of rascals, little thieves and great, 
Dealers in watered milk and watered stocks. 
Who lead us lambs to pasture on the rocks, — 
Shepherds — Jack Sheppards — of their city 

flocks, — 
The rings of rogues that rob the luckless town. 
Those evil angels creeping up and down 
The Jacob's ladder of the treasury stairs, — 
Not stage, but real Turpins and Macaires, — 
Could doff, like us, their knavery with their 

clothes. 
And find it easy as forgetting oaths! 
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Welcome, thrice welcome to our Yirgin dome, 
The Musea' shrine, the Drama's new-found home I 
Here shall the Statesman rest his weary brain. 
The worn-out Artiat find his wits again; 
Here Trade forget his ledger and his cares. 
And sweet communion mingle Bulls and Bears; 
Here shall the youthful Lover, nestling near 
The shrinking maiden, her he holds most dear, 
Gaze on the mimic moonlight as it falls 
On painted groves, on sliding canvas walls, 
And sigh, "My angel! What a life of bliss 
We two could live in such a world as thisl " 
Here shall the timid pedants of the schools, 
The gilded boors, the labor-scorning fools. 
The graaa-green rustic and the smoke-dried cit, 
Feel each in turn the stinging lash of wit. 
And as it tingles on some tender part 
Each find a balsam in his neighbor's smart; 
So every foUy prove a fresh delight 
As in the picture of our play to-night. 

Farewell 1 The Players wait the Prompter's call ; 
Friends, lovers, listeners 1 Welcome one and all ! 



A SEA DIALOGUE 
Cabin Passenger. Man at Wheel, 

CABIN PASSEXQER. 

Fkiend, you seem thoughtful. I not wonder much 
That he who sails the ocean should be sad. 
I am myself reflective. When I think 
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Of all this wallowing beast, the Sea, has sucked 
Between his sharp, thin lips, the wedgy waves, 
What heaps of diamonds, rubies, emeralds, pearls ; 
What piles of shekels, talents, ducats, crowns. 
What bales of Tyrian mantles, Indian shawls. 
Of laces that have blanked the weavers' eyes. 
Of silken tissues, wrought by worm and man, 
The half -starved workman, and the well-fed worm ; 
What marbles, bronzes, pictures, parchments, books; 
What many-lobided, thought-engendering brains ; 
Lie with the gapuig sea^heUs in his maw, — 
I, too, am silent ; for all language seems 
A mockery, and the speech of man is vain. 
O mariner, we look upon the waves 
And they rebuke our babbling. " Peace 1 " they 

say,— 
** Mortal, be still ! " My noisy tongue is hushed, 
And with my trembling finger on my lips 
My soul exclaims in ecstasy — 

MAN AT WHEEL. 

Belay I 

CABIN PASSENGER. 

Ah yes I " Delay," — it calls, " nor haste to break 
The charm of stillness with an idle word ! " 
O mariner, I love thee, for thy thought 
Strides even with my own, nay, flies before. 
Thou art a brother to the wind and wave ; 
Have they not music for thine ear as mine, 
When the wild tempest makes thy ship his lyre, 
Smiting a cavernous basso from the shrouds 
And climbing up his gamut through the stays. 
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Through buntlmes, bowlines, ratlines, till it shrills 
An alto keener than the locust sings, 
And all the great j^olian orchestra 
Storms out its mad sonata in the gale ? 
Is not the scene a wondrous and — 

MAN AT WHEEL. 

Avast I 

CABIN PASSENGER. 

Ah yes, a vast, a vast and wondrous scene ! 
I see thy soul is open as the day 
That holds the sunshine in its azure bowl 
To all the solemn glories of the deep. 
Tell me, O mariner, dost thou never feel 
The grandeur of thine office, — to control 
The keel that cuts the ocean like a knife 
And leaves a wake behind it like a seam 
In the great shining garment of the world ? 

MAN AT WHEEL. 

Belay y'r jaw, y' swab ! y' hoss-marine I 

(2b the Captain,^ 
Ay, ay, Sir ! Stiddy, Sir ! Sou'wes' b' sou' I 

November 10, 1864. 

CHANSON WITHOUT MUSIC 

BT THE PROFESSOR EMERITUS OF DEAD AND LIVE LANGUAOICS 
PHI BETA KAPPA. — CAMBSIDOB, 1867 

You bid me sing, — can I forget 
The classic ode of days gone by, — 
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How belle Fifine and jeune Lisette 
Exclaimed, ^^Anacredn, ger5n ei"? 
^^Begardez done/' those ladies said, — 

^^ You 're getting bald and wrinkled toot 

When summer's roses all are shed. 
Love 's nullum ite, voyez-vousl" 

In vain ce brave Anacreon's cry, 

"Of Love alone my banjo sings " 
(Erota mounon). "Etiam si, — 

Eh b'en ? " replied the saucy things, — 
-Go find a maid whose hair i8 gray. 

And strike your lyre, — we sha'n't complain; 
But parce nobis, s'il vous plait, — 

VoilaAdolphel Voila Eugfenel" 

Ah, jeune Lisette I Ah, belle Hfinel 
Anacreon's lesson all must learn; 

kairos oxus; Spring is green. 
But Acer Hyems waits his turn I 

1 hear you whispering from the dust, 

"Tiens, mon cher, c'est toujours so, — 
The brightest blade grows dim with rust. 
The fairest meadow white with snow I " 

You do not mean it! iVb^ encore? 

Another string of playday rhymes? 
You 've heard me — nonne est? — before, 

Multoties, — more than twenty times; 
Non possimi, — vraiment, — pas du tout, 

I cannot I I am loath to shirk; 
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But who will listen if I do. 

My memory makes auch shocking work? 

Ginosko. Scio. Yes, I 'm told 

Some ancients like my rusty lay, 
Aa Grandpa Noah loved the old 

Red-sandstone march of Jubal'a day. 
I used to carol like the birds, 

But time my wits has quite unfixed, 
Et quoad verba, — for my words, — 

Cielt Eheul Wbe-ewl — how they 'remixed! 

Mehercle 1 Zeu 1 Diable I how 

My thoughts were dressed when I was young, 
But tempus f ugit ! see them now 

Half clad in rags of every tongue I 
O philoi, fratres, chers amis I 

I dare not court the youthful Muse, 
For fear her sharp response should be, 

"Papa Anacreon, please excuse 1 " 

Adieu! I 've trod my amiual track 

How long I — let others count the miles, — 
And peddled out my rhyming pack 

To friends who always paid in smiles. 
So, laissez-moi ! some youthful wit 

No doubt has wares he wants to show; 
And I am asking, "Let me sit," 

Dum ille clamat, "Dos pou sto 1 " 



I 
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FOR THE CENTENNIAL DINNER 

OF THE PROPRIETORS OF BOSTON PIER, OR THE LONG 

WHARF, APRIL 16, 1873 

Deab friends, we are strangers ; we never before 
Have suspected wliat love to each other we bore; 
But each of us all to his neighbor is dear, 
Whose heart has a throb for our time-honored 
pier. 

As I look on each brother proprietor's face, 
I could open my arms in a loving embrace ; 
What wonder that feelings, undreamed of so 

long. 
Should burst all at once in a blossom of song I 

While I turn my fond glance on the monarch of 

piers. 
Whose throne has stood firm through his eightscore 

of years, 
My thought travels backward and reaches the 

day 
When they drove the first pile on the edge of the 
bay. 

See I The joiner, the shipwright, the smith from 

his forge, 
The redcoat, who shoulders his gun for King 

George, 
The shopman, the 'prentice, the boys from the 

lane. 
The parson, the doctor with gold-headed cane, 
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Come trooping down King Street, where now may 

be seen 
The puHeya and ropes of a miglity machine j 
The -weight rises slowly; it drops with a thud; 
And, lo 1 the great timber sinks deep in the mud I 

They are g;one, the stout craftsmen that hammered 

the piles, 
And the aquare-toed old boys in the three-cornered 

tiles ; 
The breeches, the buckle;!, have faded from view. 
And the parson's white wig and the ribbon-tied 



The redcoats have vanished; the last grenadier 
Stepped into the boat from the end of our pier; 
They found that our hills were not easy to climb. 
And the order came, "Countermarch, double-quick 
time ! " 

They are gone, friend and foe, — anchored fast at 

the pier, 
Whence no vessel brings back its pale passengers 

here; 
But our wharf, like a lily, still floats on the flood, 
Its breast in the sunshine, its roots in the mud. 

Who — who that has loved it so long and so well — 
The flower of his birthright would baiter or sell? 
No : pride of the bay, while its ripples shall run, 
Vou shall pass, as an heirloom, from father to 



3 
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Let me part with the acres my grandfather bought, 
With the bonds that my uncle's kind legacy 

brought, 
With my bank-shares, — old "Union," whose ten 

per cent stock 
Stands stiff through the storms as the Eddystone 

rock; 

With my rights (or my wrongs) in the "Erie," — 

alasl 
With my claims on the mournful and "Mutual 

Mass. ; " 
With my "Phil. WU. and Bait.," with my "C. 

B. andQ.;" 
But I never, no never, will sell out of you. 

We drink to thy past and thy future to-day, 
Strong right arm of Boston, stretched out o'er the 

bay. 
May the winds waft the wealth of all nations to 

thee. 
And thy dividends flow like the waves of the sea I 

A POEM SERVED TO ORDER 

PHI BETA EAFPA, JUNE 26, 1873 

The Caliph ordered up his cook, 
And, scowling with a fearful look 

That meant, — We stand no gammon,— 
"To-morrow, just at two," he said, 
"Hassan, our cook, will lose his head, 
Or serve us up a salmon." 
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"Great sire," the trembling chef replied, 
"Lord of the Earth and all beside, 

Sun, Moon, and Stars, and so on " — 
(Look in Eothen, — there you *11 find 
A list of titles. Never mind; 
I have n't time to go on :) 

"Great sire," and so forth, thus he spoke, 
"Your Highness must intend a joke; 
It does n't stand to reason 
For one to order salmon brought. 
Unless that fish is sometimes caught, 
And also is in season. 

"Our luck of late is shocking bad, 
In fact, the latest catch we had 

(We kept the matter shady), 
But, haiding in our nets, — alack I 
We found no salmon, but a sack 

That held your honored Lady !" 

"Allah is great !" the Caliph said, 
"My poor Zuleika, you are dead, 
I once took interest in you." 
"Perhaps, my Lord, you 'd like to know 
We cut the lines and let her go." 
" AUah be praised I Continue." 

"It is n't hard one's hook to bait. 
And, squatting down, to watch and wait, 
To see the cork go under; 
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At last suppose you 've got your bite, 
You twitch away with all your might, — 
You Ve hooked an eel, by thunder! " 

The Caliph patted Hassan's head: 
*^ Slave, thou hast spoken well," he said, 
"And won thy master's favor. 
Yes; since what happened t' other mom 
The salmon of the Golden Horn 
Might have a doubtful flavor. 

^That last remark about the eel 
Has also justice that we feel 

Quite to our satisfaction. 
To-morrow we dispense with fish. 
And, for the present, if you wish. 

You 'U keep your bulbous fraction." 

"Thanks! thanks I" the grateful cAe/* replied, 
His nutrient feature showing wide 
The gleam of arches dental: 
**To cut my head off woiJdn't pay, 
I find it useful every day. 
As well as ornamental." 



Brothers, I hope you will not fail 
To see the moral of my tale 

And kindly to receive it. 
You know your anniversary pie 
Must have its crust, though hard and dry. 

And some prefer to leave it. 
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How oft before these youths were bom 
I 've fished in Fancy's Golden Horn 

For what the Muse might send me I 
How gayly then I cast the line. 
When all the morning sky whs mine, 

And Hope her flies would lend me ! 

And now I hear our despot's call. 
And come, like Hassan, to the hall, — 

If there 'a a slave, I am one, — 
My bait no longer flies, but worms ! 
I 've caught — Lord bless me I how he squirms ! 

An eel, and not a salmon 1 



THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 



JUNK 35, 1873 

The fount the Spaniard sought in vain 

Through all the land of flowers 
Leaps glittering from the sandy plain 

Our classic grove embowers ; 
Here youth, unchanging, blooms and smiles, 

Here dwells eternal spring. 
Anil warm from Hope's elysian isles 

The winds their perfume bring. 

Here every leaf is in the bud. 

Each singing throat in tune. 
And bright o'er evening's silver flood 

Shines the young crescent moon. 



THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 145 

What wonder Age forgets his staff 

And lays his glasses down, 
And gray-haired grandsires look and laugh 

As when their locks were brown I 

With ears grown dull and eyes grown dim 

They greet the joyous day 
That calls them to the fountain's brim 

To wash their years away. 
What change has clothed the ancient sire 

In sudden youth? For, lo I 
The Judge, the Doctor, and the Squire 

Are Jack and Bill and Joe I 

And be his titles what they will, 

In spite of manhood's claim 
The graybeard is a school-boy still 

And loves his school-boy name; 
It calms the ruler's stormy breast 

Whom hurrying care pursues, 
And brings a sense of peace and rest. 

Like slippers after shoes. 

And what are all the prizes won 

To youth's enchanted view? 
And what is all the man has done 

To what the boy may do? 
O blessed fount, whose waters flow 

Alike for sire and son, 
That melts our winter's frost and snow 

And makes al^ ages one I 
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I pledge the sparkling foimtain'B tide, 

That flings its golden shower 
With age to fill and youth to guide, 

Still fresh in morning flower ! 
Flow on with ever-widening stream, 

la ever -brightening morn, — 
Our story's pride, our future's dream. 

The hope of times unborn I 

NO TIME LIKE THE OLD TIME 

There is no time like the old time, when you and 

I were young. 
When the buds of April blossomed, and the birds 

of spring-time sung I 
The garden's brightest glories by summer suns are 

nursed, 
But oh, the sweet, sweet violets, the flowers that 

opened flrst 1 

There is no place like the old place, where you and 

I were bom. 
Where we lifted first our eyelids on the splendors 

of the mom 
From the milk-white breast that warmed u8, from 

the clinging arms that bore, 
Whore the dear eyes glistened o'er us that will 

look on uB no more I 

There is no friend like the old friend, who has 

shared our morning days, 
Ko greeting like his welcome, no homage like his 

praise: 
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Fame is the scentless sunflower, with gaudy crown 

of gold; 
But friendship is the breathing rose, with sweets in 

every fold. 

There is no love like the old love, that we courted 
in our pride; 

Though our leaves are falling, falling, and we 're 
fading side by side, 

There are blossoms all around us with the colors of 
our dawn. 

And we live in borrowed sunshine when the day- 
star is withdrawn. 

There are no times like the old times, — they shall 

never be forgotl 
There is no place like the old place, — keep green 

the dear old spot ! 
There are no friends like our old friends, — may 

Heaven prolong their lives ! 

There are no loves like our old loves, — God bless 

our loving wives 1 
1865. 

A HYMN OF PEACE 

SUNG AT THE "JUBILEE," JUNE 16, 1869, TO THE HUSIO 
OF KELLER'S << AMERICAN HYMN ^ 

Angel of Peace, thou hast wandered too long I 
Spread thy white wings to the sunshine of love I 

Come while our voices are blended in song, — 
Fly to our ark like the storm-beaten dove I 
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Fly to our ark on the wings of the dove, — 
Speed o'er the far-sounding billows of song. 

Crowned with thine oUve-leaE garland of love, — 
Angel of Peace, thou hast waited too long I 

Joyous we meet, on this altar of thine 

Mingling the gifts we have gathered for thee, 
Sweet with the odors of myrtle and pine. 

Breeze of the prairie and breath of the sea, — 
Meadow and mountain and forest and sea I 

Sweet is the fragrance of myrtle and pine. 
Sweeter the incense we offer to thee. 

Brothers once more round this altar of thine t 

Angels of Bethlehem, answer the strain I 

Hark ! a new birth-song is filling the sky I-^- 
Loud as the storm-wind that tumbles the main 

Bid the full breath of the organ reply, — 
Let the loud tempest of voices reply, — 

Eoll its long surge like the earth-shaking main I 
Swell the vast song till it mounts to the sky I — 

Angels of Bethlehem<> echo the strain I 



BUNKER-HILL BATTLE 

AND OTHER POEMS 
1874-1877 



GRANDMOTHER'S STORY OF BUNKER- 
HILL BATTLE 

AS SHE SAW IT FROM THE BELFRY 

'T IS like stirring Kving embers when, at eighty, 

one remembers 
All the achings and the quakings of '' the times 

that tried men's souls "; 
When I talk of Whig and Tory, when I tell the 

Rebel story, 
To you the words are ashes, but to me they 're 

burning coals. 

I had heard the muskets' rattle of the April run- 
ning battle ; 

Lord Percy's hunted soldiers, I can see their red 
coats still ; 

But a deadly chill comes o'er me, as the day looms 
up before me. 

When a thousand men lay bleeding on the slopes 
of Bunker's HiU. 
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'T was a peaceful summer's morning, when the first 

thing gave us warning 
Was the booming of the cannon from the river and 

the shore : 
" Child," says grandma, " what 's the matter, what 

is all this noise and clatter? 
Have those scalping Indian devils come to murder 

us once more ? " 

Poor old sold ! my sides were shaking in the midst 
of all my quaking. 

To hear her talk of Indians when the guns began 
to roar: 

She had seen the burning village, and the slaugh- 
ter and the pillage. 

When the Mohawks killed her father with their 
buUets through his door. 

Then I said, " Now, dear old granny, don't you fret 
and worry any. 

For I 'U soon come back and teU you whether this 
is work or play ; 

There can't be mischief in it, so I won't be gone a 
minute " — 

For a minute then I started. I was gone the live- 
long day. 

No time for bodice -lacing or for looking-glass 

grimacing; 
Down my hair went as I hurried, tumbling half-way 

to my heels ; 
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God forbid your ever knowing, when there 's blood 
around her flowing, 

How the lonely, helpless daughter of a quiet house- 
hold feels ! 

In the street I heard a thumping; and I knew it 

was the stumping 
Of the Corporal, our old neighbor, on that wooden 

leg he wore. 
With a knot of women round him, — it was lucby 

I had found him, 
So I followed with the others, and the Corporal 

marched before. 

They were making for the steeple, — the old soldier 

and his people ; 
The pigeons circled round us as we climbed the 

creaking stair. 
Just across the narrow river — oh, so close it made 

me shiver ! — 
Stood a fortress on the hill-top that but yesterday 

was bare. 

Not slow our eyes to find it ; well we knew who 

stood behind it. 
Though the earthwork hid them from us, and the 

stubborn walls were dumb : 
Here were sister, wife, and mother, looking wild 

upon each other. 
And their lips were white with terror as they said, 

The hour has come ! 
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The morning slowly wasted, not a morsel had we 
tasted, 

And our heads were almost splitting with the 
cannons' deafening thrill, 

When a figure tall and stately round the rampart 
strode sedately ; 

It was Prescott, one since told me ; he com- 
manded on the hill. 

Every woman's heart grew bigger when we saw liia 

manly figure. 
With the banyan buckled roimd it, standing up 

so atrajght and tall ; 
Like a gentleman of leisure who is strolling out 

for pleasure, 
Through tlie storm of shells and cannon-shot he 

walked around the wall. 

At eleven the streets were swarming, for the red- 
coats' ranks were forming; 

At noon in marching order they were moving to 
the piers ; 

How the bayonets gleamed and glistened, as we 
looked far down, and listened 

To the trampling and the drum-beat of the belted 
grenadiers ! 

At length the men have started, with a cheer (it 

seemed faint-hearted). 
In their scarlet regimentals, with their knapsacks 
on their backs, 
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And the reddening, rippling water, as after a sea- 
fight's slaughter, 

Kound the barges gliding onward blushed like blood 
along their tracks. 

So they crossed to the other border, and again they 
formed in order ; 

And the boats came back for soldiers, came for 
soldiers, soldiers still : 

The time seemed everlasting to us women faint and 
fasting, — 

At last they 're moving, marching, marching proud- 
ly up the hill. 

We can see the bright steel glancing all along the 
Knes advancmg, — 

Now the front rank fires a volley, — they have 
thrown away their shot ; 

For behind their earthwork lying, all the balls 
above them flying. 

Our people need not hurry ; so they wait and an- 
swer not. 

Then the Corporal, our old cripple (he would swear 

sometimes and tipple), — 
He had heard the bullets whistle (in the old French 

war) before, — 
Calls out in words of jeering, just as if they all 

were hearing, — 
And his wooden leg thumps fiercely on the dusty . 

belfry floor : — 
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" Oh I fire away, ye viUains, and earn King George's 
shillin's, 

But ye '11 waste a ton of powder afore a * rebel ' 
falls; 

You may bang the dirt and welcome, they 're as 
safe as Dan'l Malcolm 

Ten foot beneath the gravestone that you 've splin- 
tered with your balls ! " 

In the hush of expectation, in the awe and trepida- 
tion 

Of the dread approaching moment, we are well- 
nigh breathless all ; 

Though the rotten bars are failing on the rickety 
belfry raiUng, 

We are crowding up against them like the waves 
against a walL 

Just a gUmpse (the air is clearer), they are nearer, 
— nearer, — nearer. 

When a flash — a curling smoke-wreath — then a 
crash — the steeple shakes — 

The deadly truce is ended; the tempest's shroud 
is rended ; 

Like a morning mist it gathered, like a thunder- 
cloud it breaks ! 

Oh the sight our eyes discover as the blue-black 

smoke blows over ! 
The red-coats stretched in windrows as a mower 

rakes his hay ; 
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Here a scarlet heap is lying, there a headlong 

crowd is flying 
Like a billow that has broken and is shivered into 

spray. 

Then we cried, " The troops are routed ! they are 

beat — it can't be doubted ! 
God be thanked, the fight is over I " — Ah ! the 

grim old soldier's smile ! 
"TeU us, tell us why you look so?" (we could 

hardly speak, we shook so), — 
" Are they beaten ? Are they beaten ? Abe they 

beaten ? " — " Wait a whUe." 

Oh the trembling and the terror ! for too soon we 

saw our error : 
They are baffled, not defeated; we have driven 

them back in vain ; 
And the columns that were scattered, round the 

colors that were tattered. 
Toward the sullen, silent fortress turn their belted 

breasts again. 

All at once, as we are gazing, lo the roofs of 

Charlestown blazing ! 
They have fired the harmless village ; in an hour it 

will be down ! 
The Lord in heaven confound them, rain his fire 

and brimstone round them, — 
The robbing, murdering red-coats, that would bum 

a peaceful town ! 
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They are mareliing, stem and solemn ; we can see 
each massive column 

As they near the naked earth-mound with the slant- 
ing walls so steep. 

Have our soldiers got faint-hearted, and in noise- 
less haste departed ? 

Are they panic-struck and helpless? Are they 
palsied or asleep ? 

Now ! the walls they *re almost under I scarce a rod 
the foes asunder ! 

Not a firelock flashed against them I up the earth- 
work they will swarm ! 

But the words have scarce been spoken, when the 
ominous calm is broken, 

And a bellowing crash has emptied all the ven- 
geance of the storm I 

So again, with murderous slaughter, pelted back- 
wards to the water. 

Fly Pigot's running heroes and the frightened 
braves of Howe ; 

And we shout, "At last they're done for, it's 
their barges they have run for : 

They are beaten, beaten, beaten ; and the battle 's 
over now I " 

And we looked, poor timid creatures, on the rough 

old soldier's features, 
Our lips afraid to question, but he knew what we 

would ask : 
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"Not sure/' he said ; " keep quiet, — once more, I 

guess, they '11 try it — 
Here's damnation to the cut-throats!" — then he 

handed me his flask, 

Sayingc, " Gal, you 're looking shaky ; have a drop 

of old Jamaiky ; 
I 'm afeard there '11 be more trouble afore the job 

is done"; 
So I took one scorching swallow ; dreadful faint I 

felt and hollow. 
Standing there from early morning when the firing 

was begun. 

All through those hours of trial I had watched a 

calm clock dial. 
As the hands kept creeping, creeping, — they were 

creeping round to four. 
When the old man said, " They 're forming with 

their bagonets fixed for storming : 
It 's the death-grip that 's a coming, — they will try 

the works once more." 

With brazen trumpets blaring, the fiames behind 

them glaring. 
The deadly wall before them, in close array they 

come; 
StiU onward, upward toiling, like a dragon's fold 

uncoiling, — 
lake the rattlesnake's shrill warning the reverber* 

ating drum I 
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Over heaps all torn and gory — shall I tell the 
fearful Btory, 

How tliey surged above the breastwork, as a sea 
breaks over a deck ; 

How, driven, yet scarce defeated, our worn-out men 
retreated, 

With their powder-homs all emptied, like the swim- 
mers from a wreck ? 

It has all been told and painted ; as for me, they 

say I fainted. 
And the wooden-legged old Corporal stumped with 

me down tlio stair : 
When I woke frara dreams affrighted the evening 

lamps were lighted, — 
On the floor a youth was lying ; his bleeding breast 

was bare. 

And I heard through all the flurry, " Send for 

Warren I hurry I hurry ! 
Tell him here 's a soldier bleeding, and he '11 come 

and dress his wound I " 
Ah, we knew not till the morrow told its tale of 

death and sorrow. 
How the starlight found him stiffened on the dark 

and bloody ground. 

Who the youth was, what his name was, where the 

place from which he came was, 
Who had brought him from the battle, and had left 

bim at our door, 
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He could not speak to tell us ; but 't was one of our 

brave fellows. 
As the homespun plainly showed us which the 

dying ZmJ,J 

For they all thought he was dying, as they gath- 

ered round him crying, - 
And they said, '^ Oh, how they '11 miss him ! " and, 

« What will his mother do ? " 
Then, his eyelids just unclosing like a child's that 

has been dozing. 
He faintly murmured, " Mother I " — and — I saw 

his eyes were blue. 

" Why, grandma, how you 're winking I '* Ah, 
my child, it sets me thinking 

Of a story not like this one. Well, he somehow 
lived along ; 

So we came to know each other, and I nursed him 
like a — mother. 

Till at last he stood before me, tall, and rosy- 
cheeked, and strong. 

And we sometimes walked together in the pleasant 

summer weather, — 
"Please to tell us what his name was?" Just 

your own, my little dear, — 
There 's his picture Copley painted : we became so 

well acquainted. 
That — in short, that 's why I 'm grandma, and 

you children all are here I 
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DBCEMBEB 15, 1874 

I SUPPOSE it 's myself that you 're making allusioQ 

to 
And bringing the sense of dismay and confusion to. 
Of eourae some must speak, — they are always 

selected to, 
But pray what 's the reason that I am expected to ? 
I 'm not fond of wasting my breath as those fellows 

do 
That want to be blowing forever as bellows do ; 
Their legs are uneasy, but why will you jog any 
That long to stay quiet beneath the mahogany ? 



Why, why call me up with your battery of flat- 
teries? 

You say "He writes poetry," — that's what the 
matter is I 

" It coats him no trouble — a pen full of ink or two 

And the poem is done in the time of a wink or two ; 

As for thoughts — never mind — take the ones that 
lie uppermost. 

And the rhymes used by Milton and Byron and 
Tupper most ; 

The lines come so easy I at one end he jingles 'em, 

At the other with capital letters he shingles 'em, — 

Why, the thing writes itself, and before he 's half 
done with it 

He hates to stop writing, he has such good fun 
with it I " 
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Ah, tliat is the way in which simple ones go about 
ABd draw a fine picture of things they don't know 

about I 
We all know a kitten, but come to a catamount 
The beast is a stranger when grown up to that 

amount, 
(A stranger we rather prefer should n't visit us, 
Afdia whose advent is far from felicitous.) 
The boy who can boast that his trap has just got a 

mouse 
Must n't draw it and write underneath " hippopot- 
amus " ; 
Or say unveraciously, " This is an elephant," — 
Don't think, let me beg, these examples irrele- 
vant, — 
What they mean is just this — that a thing to be 

painted well 
Should always be something with which we're 
acquainted well. 

You call on your victim for " things he has plenty 
of,- 

Those copies of verses no doubt at least twenty of ; 

His desk is crammed full, for he always keeps 
writing 'em 

And reading to friends as his way of delighting 
'em ! " 

I tell you this writing of verses means business, — 

It makes the brain whirl in a vortex of dizziness : 

You think they are scrawled in the languor of lazi- 
ness — 

I tell you they 're squeezed by a spasm of craziness. 
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A fit half as bad as the staggering vertigos 
That seize a poor fellow and down m the dirt he 
goes I 

And therefore it chimes with the word's etymology 
That the sons of ApoUo are great on apology, 
For the writing of verse is a struggle mysterious 
And the gayest of rhj-mos is a matter that 's serious. 
Tor myself, I'm relied on by friends in extremities, 
And I don't mind so much if a comfort to them it 



'Tis a pleasure to please, and the straw that can 

tickle us 
Is a source of enjoyment though slightly ridiculous. 

I am up for a — something — and since I Ve begun 

with it, 
I must give you a toast now before I have done 

with it. 
Let me pump at my wits as they pumped the Co- 

chituate 
That moistened — it maybe — the very last bit 

you ate : 
Success to our publishers, authors and editors 
To our debtors good luck, — pleasant dreams to 

our creditors ; 
May the monthly grow yearly, till all we are grop- 

ing for 
Has reached the fulfilment we re all of us hoping 

for; 
Till the bore through the tunnel — it makes me let 

o£E a sigh 
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To tihink it may possibly ruin my prophecy — 

Has been pumied on so often 't will never provoke 
again 

One mild adolescent to make the old joke again ; 

Till abstinent, all-go-to-meeting society 

Has forgotten the sense of the word inebriety ; 

Till the work that poor Hannah and Bridget and 
PhiUisdo 

The humanized, civilized female gorillas do ; 

Till the roughs, as we call them, grown loving and 
dutiful. 

Shall worship the true and the pure and the beau- 
tiful. 

And, preying no longer as tiger and vulture do. 

All read the ^^ Atlantic " as persons of culture do I 



"LUCY" 

FOB HEB GOLDEN WEDDING, OGTOBEB 18, 1875 

"Lucy/* — The old familiar name 

Is now, as always, pleasant. 
Its liquid melody the same 

Alike in past or present ; 
Let others caU you what they will, 

I know you '11 let me use it ; 
To me your name is Lucy still, 

I cannot bear to lose it. 

What visions of the past return 
With Lucy's image blended 1 

What memories from the silent urn 
Of gentle lives long ended! 



Wtat dreams of ehildliood's fleeting morn. 

What starry aspirations, 
That filled the misty days unborn 

With fancy's coruscations I 

Ah, Lucy, life has swiftly sped 

From April to November ; 
The summer blossoms all are shed 

That you and I remember ; 
But while the vanished years we share 

With mingling recollections, 
How all their shadowy features wear 

The hue of old affections I 

Love called you. He who stole your heart 

Of sunshine half bereft us ; 
Our household's garland fell apart 

The morning that you left us ; 
The tears of tender girlhood streamed 

Through sorrow's opening sluices ; 
Less sweet oui- garden's roses seemed. 

Less blue its flower-de-luces. 

That old regret is turned to smiles, 

That parting sigh to greeting ; 
I send my heart-throb fifty miles, — 

Through every line 't is beating } 
God grant you many and happy years, 

Till when the last has crowned you 
The dawn of endless day appears, 

And heaven is shining round you ! 
Ootober 11, 1375. 



.^ 
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FOB THE INAUGnSATION OF THE STATUE OF OOVESNOB 
ANDBEW, HINGHAM, OGTOBEB 7, 1875 

Behold the shape our eyes have known I 
It lives once more in changeless stone ; 
So looked in mortal face and form 
Our guide through peril's deadly storm. 

But hushed the beating heart we knew, 
That heart so tender, brave, and true, 
Firm as the rooted mountain rock. 
Pure as the quarry's whitest block I 

Not his beneath the blood-red star 
To win the soldier's envied scar ; 
Unarmed he battled for the right, 
In Duty*s never-ending fight. 

Unconquered will, unslumbering eye. 
Faith such as bids the martyr die, 
The prophet's glance, the master's hand 
To mould the work his foresight planned. 

These were his gifts ; what Heaven had lent 
For justice, mercy, truth, he spent. 
First to avenge the traitorous blow. 
And first to lift the vanquished foe. 

Lo, thus he stood ; in danger's strait 
The pilot of the Pilgrim State ! 
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Too large his fame for her alone, ^- 
A nation claims him as her own! 



A MEMORIAL TRIBUTE 

READ AT THE MEETING HELD AT HU8I0 HALL, FEBRXT- 
ARY 8, 1876, m MEMORY OF DR. SAMUEL G. HOWE 



LyiAT>ER of armies, Israel's God, 

Thy soldier's fight is won 1 
Master, whose lowly path he trod, 

Thy servant's work is done I 

No voice is heard from Sinai's steep 
Our wandering feet to guide ; 

From Horeb's rock no waters leap ; 
No Jordan's waves divide ; 

No prophet cleaves our western siy 
On wheels of whirKng fire ; 

No shepherds hear the song on high 
Of heaven's angelic choir : 

Yet here as to the patriarch's tent 

God's angel comes a guest ; 
He comes on heaven's high errand sent» 

In earth's poor raiment drest. 

We see no halo round his brow 
Till love its own recalls. 
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And, like a leaf tliat quits the bough, 
The mortal vesture falls. 

In autumn's chill declining day, 

Ere winter's killing frost, 
The message came ; so passed away 

The friend our earth has lost. 

Still, Father, in thy love we trust ; 

Forgive us if we mourn 
The saddening hour that laid in dust 

His robe of flesh outworn. 

n. 

How long the wreck-strewn journey seems 

To reach the far-off past 
That woke his youth from peaceful dreams 

With Freedom's trumpet-blast ! 

Along her classic hillsides rung 

The Paynim's battle-cry, 
And like a red-cross knight he sprung 

For her to live or die. 

No trustier service claimed the wreath 

For Sparta's bravest son ; 
No truer soldier sleeps beneath 

The mound of Marathon ; 

Yet not for him the warrior's grave 

In front of angry foes ; 
To lift, to shield, to help, to save. 

The holier task he chose. 
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He toucted tlie eyelids of the blind, 

And lo ! the veil witlidrawn, 
As o'er the midnight of the mind 
He led the light of dawn. 

He asked not whence the fountains roll 

No traveller's foot has found, 
But mapped the desert of the soul 

Untracked by sight or sound. 

What prayers have reached the sapphire lirone, 

By silent fingers spelt, 
For him who fii-st through depths unknown 

His doubtful pathway felt, 

Who sought the slumbering sense that lay 

Close shut with bolt and bar. 
And showed awakening thought the ray 

Of reason's morning star ! 

Where'er he moved, his shadowy form 

The sightless orbs would seek. 
And smiles of welcome light and warm 

The lips that could not speak. 

No labored line, no sculptor's art. 

Such hallowed memory needs ; 
His tablet is the human heart, 

His record loving deeds. 



The rest that earth denied is thine, — 
Ah, is it rest ? we ask, 



J 
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Or, traced by knowledge more divine, 
Some larger, nobler task? 

Had but those boundless fields of blue 
One darkened sphere like this ; 

But what has heaven for thee to do 
In realms of perfect bliss ? 

No cloud to lift, no mind to clear, 

No rugged path to smooth, 
No struggling soul to help and cheer. 

No mortal grief to soothe I 

Enough ; is there a world of love. 

No more we ask to know ; 
The hand will guide thy ways above 

That shaped thy task below. 



JOSEPH WARREN, M. D. 

Trained in the holy art whose lifted shield 
Wards off the darts a never-slumbering foe, 
By hearth and wayside lurking, waits to throw, 

Oppression taught his helpful arm to wield 

The slayer's weapon : on the murderous field 
The fiery bolt he challenged laid him low, 
Seeking its noblest victim. Even so 

The charter of a nation must be sealed I 

The healer's brow the hero's honors crowned. 

From lowliest duty called to loftiest deed. 

Living, the oak-leaf wreath his temples bound ; 
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Dying, the conqueror's laurel was his meed. 
Last on the broken ramparts' turf to bleed 
Where Freedom's victory in defeat was found. 
Jane 11, 1876. 



OLD CAMBRIDGE 



JULY 3, 1875 



And can it be you 've found a place 
"Within this consecrated apace, 

Tluit makes so fine a show. 
For one of Hip Van Winkle's race ? 

And is it really so ? 
Who wants an old receipted biU ? 
Who fishes in the Frog-pond still ? 
Who digs last year's potato hill ? — 

That 's what be 'd like to know I 

And were it any spot on earth 

Save this dear home that gave him birth 

Some scores of years ago, 
He had not come to spoil your mirth 

And chill your festive glow ; 
But round bis baby-nest be strays, 
With tearful eye the scene surveys. 
His heart unchanged by changing days, — 

That 's what he 'd have you know. 

Can you whose eyes not yet are dim 
Live o'er the buried past with him, 
And see the roses blow 



I 
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When white-haired men were Joe and Jim 

Untouched by winter's snow? 
Or roll the years back one by one 
As Judah's monarch backed the sim, 
And see the century just begun ? — 

That 's what he'd like to know I 

I come, but as the swallow dips. 
Just touching with her feather-tips 

The shining wave below, 
To sit with pleasure-murmuring Ups 

And* listen to the flow 
Of Elmwood's sparkling Hippocrene, 
To tread once more my native green. 
To sigh unheard, to snule unseen, — 

That 's what I 'd have you know. 

But since the common lot I 've shared 
(We all are sitting "unprepared," 

Like culprits in a row. 
Whose heads are down, whose necks are bared 

To wait the headsman's blow), 
I 'd like to shift my task to you. 
By asking just a thing or two 
About the good old times I knew, — 

Here 's what I want to know : 

The yellow meetin' house — can you tell 
Just where it stood before it fell 

Prey of the vandal foe, — 
Our dear old temple, loved so well, 

By ruthless hands laid low ? 
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Where, tell me, was the Deacon's pew? 
Whose hair was braided in a, queue ? 
(For there were pig-tails not a few,) — 
That 'a what I 'd like to know. 

The bell — can you recall its clang ? 
And bow the seats would slam and bang ? 

Tbe voices bigb and low? 
The basso's trump before be sang? 

Tbe viol and its bow ? 
Where was it old Judge Wintbrop sat ? 
Wbo wore tbe last tbree-«omered hat ? 
Waa Israel Porter lean or fat ? — 

That 's what I 'd like to know. 

Tell where the market used to be 
That stood beside tbe murdered tree ? 

Whose dog to cburch would go? 
Old Marcus Eeemie, wbo was be? 

Who were tbe brothers Snow ? 
Does not your memory slightly faQ 
About that great September gale? — 
Whereof one told a moving tale, 

As Cambridge boys should know. 

When Cambridge was a simple town, 
Say juat when Deacon William Brown 

(Last door in yonder row), 
For honest silver counted down, 

His groceries would bestow ? — 
For those were days when money meant 
Something that jingled as you went, - 



I 
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No hybrid like the nickel cent, 
I 'd have you all to know, 

But quarter, ninepence, pistareen, 
And f ourpence hapennies in between. 

All metal fit to show, 
Instead of rags in stagnant green. 

The scum of debts we owe ; 
How sad to think such stuff should be 
Our Wendell's cure-all recipe, — 
Not Wendell H., but WendeU P., — 

The one you all must know I 

I question — but you answer not — 
Dear me 1 and have I quite forgot 

How fivescore years ago. 
Just on this very blessed spot. 

The summer leaves below. 
Before his homespun ranks arrayed 
In green New England's elmbough shade 
The great Virginian drew the blade 

King George full soon should know I 

O George the Third ! you foimd it true 
Our George was more than double you^ 

For nature made him so. 
Not much an empire's crown can do 

If brains are scant and slow, — 
Ah, not like that his laurel crown 
Whose presence gilded with renown 
Our brave old Academic town. 

As all her children know I 
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So here we meet with loud acclaim 
To tell mankind that here he came, 

With hearts that throb and glow t 
Our3 is a portion of his fame 

Our trumpets needs must blow I 
On yonder hiU the Lion fell, 
But here was chipped the eagle's shell,— 
That little hatchet did it well, 

As all the world shall know I 



WELCOME TO THE NATIONS 

, JCLT 4, 1873 



Bbight on the banners of lily and rose 

Lo ! the last sun of our century sets 1 
Wreathe the black cannon that scowled on our foes, 

All but her friendships the nation forgets ! 

All but her friends and their welcome forgets I 
These are around her ; but where are her foes ? 

Lo, while the sun of her century sets, 
Peace with her garlands of lily and rose I 



Welcome I a shout like the war trumpet's swell 

Wakes the wild echoes that slumber around I 
Welcome ! it quivers from Liberty's bell ; 

Welcome 1 the walls of her temple resound ! 

Hark ! the gray walls of her temple resound I 
Fade the far voices o'er hillside and dell ; 

Welcome! still whisper the echoes around; 
Welcome I still trembles on Liberty's bell I 



I 
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Thrones of the continents I isles of the sea ! 

Yours are the garlands of peace we entwine ; 
Welcome, once more, to the land of the free. 

Shadowed alike by the palm and the pine ; 

Softly they murmur, the palm and the pine, 
'* Hushed is our strife, in the land of the free " ; 

Over your children their branches entwine. 
Thrones of the continents I isles of the sea I 



A FAMILIAR LETTER 

TO SEVERAL CORRESPONDENTS 

Yes, write, if you want to, there 's nothing like try- 
ing; 
Who knows what a treasure your casket may 

hold? 
I '11 show you that rhyming 's as easy as lying. 
If you '11 listen to me while the art I unfold. 

Here 's a book full of words ; one can choose as he 
fancies. 

As a painter his tint, as a workman his tool ; 
Just think I all the poems and plays and romances 

Were drawn out of this, like the fish from a pool I 

You can wander at will through its syllabled mazes. 
And take all you want, — not a copper they 
cost, — 

What is there to hinder your picking out phrases 
For an epic as clever as ^^ Paradise Lost " ? 
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Don't mind if the index of sense ia at zero, 

Use words tliat run smootUy, whatever they 

Leander and Lilian and LiUibuIlero 

Are much the same thing in the rhyming 
machine. 

There are words so delicious their sweetness will 
smother 
That hoarding-school flavor of which we 're 
afraid, — 
There is " lush " is a good one, and " swirl " is 
another, — 
Put both in one stanza, its fortune is made. 

With musical murmurs and rhythmical closes 
You can cheat us of smiles when you 've nothing 
to tell; 
You hand us a nosegay of milliner's roses, 

And we cry with delight, " Oh, how sweet they 
do smell I " 

Perhaps you will answer all needful conditionB 
For winning the laurels to which you aspire. 

By docking the tails of the two prepositions 
I' the style o' the bards you so greatly admire. 

As for subjects of verse, they are only too plenty 
For ringing the changes on metrical chimes ; 

A maiden, a moonbeam, a lover of twenty 

Have fllled that great basket with bushels of 



rhymes. 




i 
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Let me show you a picture — 'tis far from irre- 
levant — 
By a famous old hand in the arts of design ; 
'T is only a photographed sketch of an elephant, — - 
The name of the draughtsman was Sembrandt 
of Ehine. 

How easy ! no troublesome colors to lay on. 

It can't have fatigued him, — no, not in the 
least, — 
A dash here and there with a hap-hazard crayon, 
And there stands the wrinkled-skinned, baggy- 
limbed beast. 

Just so with your verse, — 't is as easy as sketch- 
ing,— 
You can reel o£E a song without knitting your 
brow. 
As lightly as Bembrandt a drawing or etching ; 
It is nothing at all, if you only know how. 

Well; imagine you've printed your volume of 
verses : 
Your forehead is wreathed with the garland of 
fame. 
Your poems the eloquent school-boy rehearses. 
Her album the school-girl presents for your name ; 

Each morning the post brings you autograph let- 
ters; 
You '11 answer them promptly, — an hour is n't 
much 
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For the honor of sharing a page with your betters, 
With magistrates, members of Congress, and 
such. 



Of course you 're delighted to i 



) the commit- 



That come with requests from the comitry all 
round, 
You would grace the oecasion with poems and dit- 
ties 

When they 've got a new schoolhouse, or poor- 
house, or pound. 

With a hymn for the saints and a song for the 



You go and are welcome wherever you please ; 

You 're a privileged guest at all manner of dinners, 

You 've a seat on the platform among the gran- 



At length your mere pre^tence becomes a sensation, 
Your cup of enjoyment is filled to its brim 

With the pleasure Horatian of digitmonatration, 
As the whisper runs round of " That 's he I " or 
" That 's him ! " 



But remember, O dealer in phrases sonorous, 

So daintily chosen, so tunefully matched. 
Though you soar with the wings of the cherubim 
o'er us. 
The ovum was human from which you were 
hatched. 




UNSA TISFIED 179 

No will of your own with its puny compulsion 
Can summon the spirit that quickens the lyre ; 

It comes, if at all, like the Sibyl's convulsion 
And touches the brain with a finger of fire. 

So perhaps, after all, it 's as well to be quiet, 
If you 'ye nothing you think is worth saying in 
prose, 

As to furnish a meal of their cannibal diet 
To the critics, by publishing, as you propose. 

But it 's all of no use, and I 'm sorry I 've writ- 
ten, — 
I shall see your thin volume some day on my 
shelf; 
For the rhyming tarantula surely has bitten. 
And music must cure you, so pipe it yourself. 



UNSATISFIED 

"Only a housemaid!" She looked from the 
kitchen, — 

Neat was the kitchen and tidy was she ; 
There at her window a sempstress sat stitching ; 

" Were I a sempstress, how happy I 'd be ! " 

" Only a Queen 1 '' She looked over the waters, — 
Fair was her kingdom and mighty was she ; 

There sat an Empress, with Queens for her daugh- 
ters; 
" Were I an Empress, how happy I 'd be 1 " 



180 HOW THE OLD HORSE WON THE BET 
Still the old frailty they all of tliem trip in I 

Eve in her daughters ia ever the same ; 
Give her all Eden, she siglis for a pippin ; 
Give her an Empire, she pines for a name I 
Mnj 8, 1870. 



HOW THE OLD HORSE WON THE BET 

DEDICATED BY A CONTRIBUTOR TO THE COLLEGIAN, 
1830, TO THE EDITOBa OF THE HARVARD ADVOCATE, 

1870. 

'TwA8 on the famous trotting-ground, 

The betting men were gathered round 

From far and near ; the " cracks " were there 

Whose deeds the sporting prints declare : 

The swift g. m.. Old Hiram's nag. 

The fleet s. h., Dan Pfeifier's brag, 

With these a third — and who is he 

That stands beside his fafit b. g. ? 

Budd Doble, whose catarrhal name 

So filla the nasal trump of fame. 

There too stood many a noted steed 

Of Messenger and Morgan breed ; 

Green horses also, not a few ; 

Unknown as yet what they could do ; 

And all the hacks that know so well 

The scourgings of the Sunday swell. 

Blue are the skies of opening day ; 
The bordering turf is green with May J 
The sunshine's golden gleam is thrown 
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On sorrel, chestnut, bay, and roan; 

The horses paw and prance and neigh, 

Fillies and colts like kittens play, 

And dance and toss their rippled manes 

Shining and soft as silken skeins ; 

Wagons and gigs are ranged about, 

And fashion flaunts her gay turn-out ; 

Here stands — each youthful Jehu's dream — 

The jointed tandem, ticklish team ! 

And there in ampler breadth expand 

The splendors of the four-in-hand ; 

On faultless ties and glossy tiles 

The lovely bonnets beam their smiles ; 

(The style 's the man, so books avow ; 

The style 's the woman, anyhow) ; 

From flounces frothed with creamy lace 

Peeps out the pug-dog's smutty face, 

Or spaniel rolls his liquid eye. 

Or stares the wiry pet of Skye, — 

woman, in your hours of ease 
So shy with us, so free with these I 

** Come on ! I 'U bet you two to one 
I 'U make him do it I" ^^WiUyou? DoneP' 

What was it who was bound to do ? 

1 did not hear and can't tell you, — 
Pray listen till my story 's through. 

Scarce noticed, back behind the rest, 
By cart and wagon rudely prest. 
The parson's lean and bony bay 
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Stood harnessed in hia one-horse shay — 
Lent to his sexton for the day ; 
(A funeral — so the sexton said ; 
Hia mother's uncle's wife was dead.) 

Like Lazarus bid to Dives' feast, 
So looked the poor forlorn old beast ; 
His coat was rough, his tail was bare, 
The gray was sprinkled in his hair ; 
Sportsmen and jockeys knew him not, 
And yet they say he once could trot 
Among the fleetest of the town. 
Till something craeked and broke him down, — 
The steed's, the statesman's, common lot 1 
" And are we then so soon forgot? " 
Ah me I I doubt if one of you 
Has ever heard the name "Old Blue," 
Whose fame through all this region rung 
In those old days when I was young I 

" Bring forth ihe horse ! " Alas 1 he showed 

Not like the one Mazeppa rode ; 

Scant-maned, sharp-backed, and shaky-kneed, 

The wreck of what was once a steed. 

Lips thin, eyes hollow, stiff in joints ; 

Yet not without his knowing points. 

The sexton laughing in his sleeve, 

As if 't were all a make-believe. 

Led forth the horse, and as he laughed 

Unhitched the breeching from a shaft, 

Unclasped the rusty belt beneath, 

Drew forth the suafEe from his teeth, 
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Slipped off his head-stall, set him free 
From strap and rein, — a sight to see I 

So worn, so lean in every limb. 
It can't be they are saddling him ! 
It is ! his back the pig-shin strides 
And flaps his lank, rheumatic sides ; 
With look of mingled scorn and mirth 
They buckle round the saddle-girth ; 
With horsey wink and saucy toss 
A youngster throws his leg across, 
And so, his rider on his back. 
They lead him, limping, to the track. 
Far up behind the starting-point. 
To limber out each stiffened joint. 

As through the jeering crowd he past. 

One pitying look Old Hiram cast ; 
" Go it, ye cripple, while ye can ! " 

Cried out unsentimental Dan ; 
*' A Fast-Day dinner for the crows 1 " 

Budd Doble's scoffing shout arose. 

Slowly, as when the walking-beam 
First feels the gathering head of steam. 
With warning cough and threatening wheeze 
The stiff old charger crooks his knees ; 
At first with cautious step sedate, 
As if he dragged a coach of state ; 
He 's not a colt ; he knows full well 
That time is weight and sure to tell ; 
No horse so sturdy but he fears 
The handicap of twenty years. 
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As through the throng on either hand 
The old horse nears the judges' stand, 
Beneath his jockey's feather-weight 
He warms a little to his gait. 
And now and then a step is tried 
That hints of something like a stride. 

" Gol " — Through his ear the summons stimg 
As if a battle-trump had rung ; 
The slumbering instincts long unstirred 
Start at the old familiar word ; 
It thrills like flame through every limb, — 
What mean his twenty years to him ? 
The savage blow his rider dealt 
Fell on his hollow flanks unfelt ; 
The spur that pricked his staring hide 
Unhe^ed tore his bleeding side! 
Alike to him are spur and rein, — 
He steps a five-year-old again I 

Before the quarter pole was past, 

Old Hiram said, " He 's going fast.'* 

Long ere the quarter was a half. 

The chuckling crowd had ceased to laugh ; 

Tighter his frightened jockey clung 

As in a mighty stride he swung. 

The gravel flying in his track. 

His neck stretched out, his ears laid back. 

His tail extended all the while 

Behind him like a rat-tail file ! 

Off went a shoe, — away it spun. 

Shot like a bullet from a gun ; 
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The quaking jockey shapes a prayer 

From scraps of oaths he used to swear; 

He drops his whip, he drops his rein, 

He clutches fiercely for a mane ; 

He '11 lose his hold — he sways and reels — 

He '11 slide beneath those trampling heels I 

The knees of many a horseman quake, 

The flowers on many a bonnet shake. 

And shouts arise from left and right, 

" Stick on ! Stick on ! " " Hould tight ! Hould 

tight 1 '' 
" Cling round his neck and don't let go — 
" That pace can't hold — there ! steady I whoa I " 
But like the sable steed that bore 
The spectral lover of Lenore, 
His nostrils snorting foam and fire. 
No stretch his bony limbs can tire ; 
And now the stand he rushes by. 
And " Stop him ! — stop him ! " is the cry. 
Stand back ! he 's only just begun — 
He 's having out three heats in one ! 

" Don't rush in front ! he '11 smash your brains ; 

But follow up and grab the reins ! " 

Old Hiram spoke. Dan Pfeiffer heard, 

And sprang impatient at the word ; 

Budd Doble started on his bay, 

Old Hiram followed on his gray. 

And off they spring, and round they go, 

The fast ones doing " all they know." 

Look ! twice they follow at his heels, 

As roimd the circling course he wheels. 



,86 HOW THE OLD HORSE WON THE BET 
And whirls with liim that clinging boy 
Like Hector round the walla of Troy ; 
Still on, and on, the third time rovmtl I 
They 're tailing off ! they 're losing ground I 
Budd Doble's nag begins to fail ! 
Dan PfeifEer's sorrel whisks his tail ! 
And see I in spite of whip and shout, 
Old Hiram's mare is giving out! 
Now for the finish ! at the turn, 
The old horse — all the rest astern — 
Comes swinging in, with easy trot ; 
By Jove! lie 's distanced all the lot! 

That trot no mortal could explain ; 
Some said, " Old Dutchman come again ! " 
Some took his time, — at least they tried. 
But what it was could none decide ; 
One said he could n't understand 
What happened to his second hand ; 
One said 2,10 ; that could n't be — 
More like two twenty-two or three ; 
Old Hiram settled it at last ; 
" The time was two — too dee-vel-ish fast I " 



The parson's liorso had wou the bet ; 
It cost him something of a sweat ; 
Back in the one-horse shay he went ; 
The parson wondered what it meant. 
And murmured, with a mild surprise 
And pleasant twinkle of the eyes, 
" That funeral must have been a trick. 
Or corpses drive at double-quick; 



How the Old Horse Won the Bet 
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I should n't wonder, I declare, 

If brother — Jehu — made the prayer I " 

And this is all I have to say 
About that tough old trotting bay, 
Huddup ! Huddup 1 G'lang 1 Good day I 

Moral for which this tale is told : 
A horse can trot, for all he 's old. 



AN APPEAL FOR "THE OLD SOUTH" 

'* While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand ; 
When falls the Coliseumi Rome shall falL" 

Full sevenscore years our city's pride — 

The comely Southern spire — 
Has cast its shadow, and defied 

The storm, the foe, the fire ; 
Sad is the sight our eyes behold ; 

Woe to the three-hilled town. 
When through the land the tale is told— 

" The brave ' Old South ' is down I " 

Let darkness blot the starless dawn 

That hears our children tell, 
" Here rose the walls, now wrecked and gone, 

Our fathers loved so well ; 
Here, while his brethren stood aloof. 

The herald's blast was blown 
That shook St. Stephen's pillared roof 

And rocked King George's throne 1 
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" The home-bound wanderer of the main 

Looked from his deck afar, 
To where the gilded, glittering vane 

Shone like the evening star, 
And pilgrim feet from every chme 

The floor with reverence trod, 
Where holy memories made sublime 

The shrine of Freedom's God 1 " 

The darkened skies, alas ! have seen 

Our monarch tree laid low, 
And spread in ruins o'er the green, 

But Nature struck the blow ; 
No scheming ihrif t its downfall planned. 

It felt no edge of steel, 
No soulless hireling raised his hand 

The deadly stroke to deal. 

In bridal garlands, pale and mute, 

Still pleads the storied tower; 
These are the blossoms, but the fruit 

Awaits the golden shower ; 
The spire stiU greets the morning sun,— 

Say, shall it stand or fall ? 
Help, ere the spoiler has begun f 

Help, each, and God help all t 



THE FIRST FAN 189 

THE FIRST FAN 

BEAD AT A MEETING OF THE BOSTON BRIO-A-BRAO 
CLUB, FEBRUARY 21, 1877 

When rose the cry " Great Pan is dead ! " 
And Jove's higli palace closed its portal, 

The fallen gods, before they fled, 
Sold out their frippery to a mortal. 

" To whom ? " you ask. I ask of you. 

The answer hardly needs suggestion ; 
Of course it was the Wandering Jew, — 

How could you put me such a question ? 

A purple robe, a little worn. 

The Thunderer deigned himself to offer ; 
The bearded wanderer laughed in scorn, — 

You know he always was a scoffer. 

" Vife shillins I 't is a monstrous price ; 

Say two and six and further talk shun." 
" Take it," cried Jove ; " we can't be nice, — 

'T would fetch twice that at Leonard's auction.'* 

The ice was broken ; up they came. 

All sharp for bargains, god and goddess, 

Each ready with the price to name 

For robe or head^lress, scarf or bodice. 

First Juno, out of temper, too, — 

Her queenly forehead somewhat cloudy ; 
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Then Pallas in her etockings blue, 
Imposing, but a little dowdy. 

The scowling queen of heaven unrolled 
Before the Jew a threadbare tuiban : 

" Three shillings." " One. 'T will suit some old 
Terrific feminine suburban." 

But as for Pallas, — bow to tell 

In seemly phrase a fact so shocking? 

She pointed, — pray excuse me, — well, 
She pointed to her azure stocking. 

And i£ the honest truth were tokU 

Its heel confessed the need of darning; 

" Gods ! " low-bred Vulcan cried, " behold 1 

There I that 's what comes of too much laming ! " 

Pale Proserpine came groping round, 

Her pupils dreadfully dilated 
With too much living underground, — 

A residence quite overrated ; 

" This kerchief 'a what you want, I know, — 
Don't cheat poor Venus of her cestus, — 

You '11 find it handy when you go 

To — you know where ; it 's pure asbestus." 



Then Phcebus of the silver bow, 

And Hebe, dimpled as a baby, 
And Dian with the breast of snow, 

Chaser and chased — and caught, It may be : 




I 
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One took the quiver from her back, 
One held the cap he spent the night in, 

And one a bit of bric-d-bracy 

Such as the gods themselves delight in. 

Then Mars, the foe of human hind. 

Strode up and showed his suit of armor ; 

So none at last was left behind 
Save Venus, the celestial charmer. 

Poor Venus 1 What had she to sell ? 

For all she looked so fresh and jaunty, 
Her wardrobe, as I blush to tell, 

Already seemed but quite too scanty. 

Her gems were sold, her sandals gone, — 
She always would be rash and fiishty, — 

Her winter garments all in pawn, 
Alas for charming Aphrodite I 

The lady of a thousand loves. 

The darling of the old religion. 
Had only left of all the doves 

That drew her car one fan-tailed pigeon. 

How oft upon her finger-tips 

He perched, afraid of Cupid^s arrow, 

Or kissed her on the rosebud lips. 
Like Roman Lesbia's loving sparrow t 

** My bird, I want your train," she cried ; 
^^ Come, don't let 's have a fuss about it ; 
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I '11 make it beauty's pet and pride. 
And you '11 be better off without it. 

" So vulgai- \ Have you noticed, pray, 

Au earthly belle or dashing bride walk. 
And how her flouneea track her way, 
Like alimy serpents on the sidewalk? 

" A lover's heart it quickly cools ; 

In mine it kindles up enough rage 
To wring their necks. How can such fools 
Ask men to vote for woman suffrage ? " 

The goddess spoke, and gently stripped 
Her bird of every caudal feather ; 

A strand of gold-bright hair she clipped. 
And bound the glossy plumes together, 

And lo, the Fan \ for beauty's hand, 

The lovely queen of beauty made it ; 
The price she named was hard to stand, 

But Venus smiled : the Hebrew paid it- 
Jove, Juno, Venus, where are you ? 

Mars, Mercury, Ph«Ebus, Neptune, Saturn? 
But o'er the world the Wandering Jew 

Has borne the Fan's celestial pattern. 

So everywhere we find the Fan, — 

In lonely isles of tlie Pacific, 
In farthest China and Japan, — 

Wherever suns are sudorific. 



^ 
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Nay, even the oily Esquimaux 

In summer court its cooKng breezes,— 

In fact, in every clime 't is so, 
No matter if it fries or freezes. 

And since from Aphrodite's dove 

The pattern of the fan was given. 
No wonder that it breathes of love 

And wafts the perfumed gales of heaven t 

Before this new Pandora's gift 

In slavery woman's tyrant kept her. 

But now he kneels her glove to lift, — 
The fan is mightier than the sceptre. 

The tap it gives how arch and sly 1 

The breath it wakes how fresh and grateful t 
Behind its shield how soft the sigh I 

The whispered tale of shame how fateful I 

Its empire shadows every throne 

And every shore that man is tost on ; 

It rules the lords of every zone. 

Nay, even the bluest blood of Boston I 

But every one that swings to-night. 
Of fairest shape, from farthest region. 

May trace its pedigree aright 
To Aphrodite's fan-taUed pigeon. 



TO R. B. H. 



How to address him? awkward, it is true : 
Call Mm " Great Father," as the Ked Men do ? 
Borrow some title? this is not the place 
That christens men Your Highness and Your 

Grace ; 
We tried such names as these awhile, you know. 
But left them off a century ago. 

His Majesty ? We 've had enough of that : 
Besides, that needs a crown ; he wears a hat. 
What if, to make the nicer ears content. 
We say Hia Honesty, the President? 

Sir, we believed you honest, truthful, brave, 
When to your hands their precious trust we gave, 
And we have found you better than we knew, 
Braver, and not less honest, not less true ! 
So every heart has opened, every hand 
Tingles with welcome, and through all the land 
All voices greet you in one broad acclaim. 
Healer of atrife ! Has earth a nobler name ? 

What phi-ases mean you do not need to learn ; 
We must be civil, and they serve our turn : 
"Your most obedient humble" means^ — -means 



Something the well-bred signer just is not. 



i 
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Yet there are tokens, sir, you must believe ; 

There is one language never can deceive : 

The lover knew it when the maiden smiled ; 

The mother knows it when she clasps her child ; 

Voices may falter, trembling lips turn pale, 

Words grope and stumble; this will tell their 
tale 

Shorn of all rhetoric, bare of all pretence, 

But radiant, warm, with Nature's eloquence. 

Look in our eyesl Your welcome waits you 
there, — 

North, South, East, West, from all and every- 
where! 



THE SHIP OF STATE 

A SENTIMENT 

This ** sentiment '' was read on the same occasion as the " Fam- 
ily Record)'* which immediately follows it. The latter poem is 
the dutiful tribute of a son to his father and his father's ances* 
toi8| residents of Woodstock from its first settlement. 

The Ship of State I above her skies are blue, 

But still she rocks a little, it is true. 

And there are passengers whose faces white 

Show they don't feel as happy as they might ; 

Yet on the whole her crew are quite content, 

Since its wild fury the typhoon has spent, 

And willing, if her pilot thinks it best, 

To head a little nearer south by west. 

And this they feel : the ship came too near wreck. 

In the long quarrel for the quarter^leck, 
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Now wlien she glides serenely on her way, - 



Th( 



shallows past where dread explosives lay, - 
obsti-uctive'a churlish game to try ; 



Let sleeping dogs and still torpedoes lie ! 
And BO I give you all the Ship of State ; 
Freedom's last venture is her priceless freight ; 
God speed her, keep her, bless her, while she steers 
Amid tlie breakers of imsounded years ; 
Lead her through danger's paths with even keel, 
And guide the honest hand that holds her wheel I 
WooosrocK, Conn., July 4, 1877. 



A FAMTT. T RECORD 

WOODSTOCK, CONN., JULY 4, 1877 

Not to myself this breath of vesper song, 
Not to these patient friends, this Idndly throng, 
Not to this hallowed morning, though it be 
Our sninmer Christmas, Freedom's jubilee, 
When every summit, topmast, steeple, tower. 
That owns her empire spreads her starry flower. 
Its blood-streaked leaves in heaven's benignant dew 
Washed clean from every crimson stain they 

knew, — 
No, not to these the passing thrills belong 
That steal my breath to hush themselves with song. 

These moments all are memory's ; I have come 
To speak with lips that rather should be dumb ; 
For what are words ? At every step I tread 
The dust that wore the footprints of the dead 
But for whose life my life had never known 
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This faded vesture which it calls its own. 
Here sleeps my father's sire, and they who gave 
That earlier life here found their peacef id grave. 
In days gone by I sought the hallowed ground ; 
Climbed yon long slope ; the sacred spot I found 
Where all unsullied lies the winter snow, 
Where all imgathered spring's pale violets blow, 
And tracked from stone to stone the Saxon name 
That marks the blood I need not blush to claim. 
Blood such as warmed the Pilgrim sons of toil. 
Who held from God the charter of the soil. 

I come an alien to your hills and plains. 
Yet feel your birthright tingUng in my veins ; 
Mine are this changing prospect's sim and shade. 
In full-blown summer's bridal pomp arrayed ; 
Mine these fair hillsides and the vales between ; 
Mine the sweet streams that lend their brightening 

green ; 
I breathed your air — the sunlit landscape smiled ; 
I touch your soil — it knows its children's child ; 
Throned in my heart your heritage is mine ; 
I claim it all by memory's right divine I 

Waking, I dream. Before my vacant eyes 
In long procession shadowy forms arise ; 
Far through the vista of the silent years 
I see a venturous band ; the pioneers, 
Who let the sunlight through the forest's gloom. 
Who bade the harvest wave, the garden bloom. 
Hark ! loud resounds the bare-armed settler's axe, — ' 
See where the stealthy panther left his tracks ! 
As fierce, as stealthy creeps the skidking foe 
With stone-tipped shaft and sinew-corded bow ; 
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Soon shall he vanitfh from his ancient reign. 
Leave hia last cornfielil to the coniijig train, 
Qiiit the green margin of the wave he drinks, 
For haunts that hide the wild-^at and the lynx. 

But who the Youth his gUstening axo that swings 
To smite the pine that shows a hundred rings ? 
His features ? — something in his look I find 
That calls the semblance of my race to mind. 
His name ? — my own ; and that which goes before 
The same that once the loved disciple bore. 
Young, brave, discreet, the father ot a line 
Whose voiceless lives have found a voice in mine; 
Thinned by unnumbered currents though they be, 
Thanks for the ruddy drops I claim from thee I 



The seasons pass ; the roses come and go ; 
Snows fall and melt ; the waters freeze and ilow ; 
The boys are men ; the girls, grown tall and fair, 
Have found their mates ; a gravestone here and 

there 
Tells where the fathers lie ; the silvered hair 
Of some hcnt patriarch yet recalls the time 
That saw his feet the northern hillside climb, 
A pilgrim from the pilgrims far away. 
The godly men, the dwellers by the bay. 
On many a hearthstone bums the cheerful fire ; 
The schoolhouse porch, the heavenward pointing 

spire 
Proclaim in letters every eye can read, 
Knowledge and Faith, the new world's simple creed. 

Hush I 't is the Sabbath's silence-stricken u 
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No feet must wander through the tasselled com ; 
No merry children laugh around the door, 
No idle playthings strew the sanded floor ; 
The law of Moses lays its awful ban 
On all that stirs ; here comes the tithing-man I 

At last the solemn hour of worship calls ; 
Slowly they gather in the sacred walls ; 
Man in his strength and age with knotted staff, 
And boyhood aching for its week-day laugh, 
The toil-worn mother with the child she leads. 
The maiden, lovely in her golden beads, — 
The popish symbols round her neck she wears. 
But on them counts her lovers, not her prayers, — 
Those youths in homespun suits and ribboned 

queues. 
Whose hearts are beating in the high-backed pews. 

The pastor rises ; looks along the seats 
With searching eye ; each wonted face he meets ; 
Asks heavenly guidance ; finds the chapter's place 
That tells some tale of Israel's stubborn race ; 
Gives out the sacred song ; all voices join. 
For no quartette extorts their scanty coin ; 
Then while both hands their black-gloved palms 

display, 
Lifts his gray head, and murmurs, " Let us pray I " 

And pray he does ! as one that never fears 
To plead unanswered by the God that hears ; 
What if he dwells on many a fact as though 
Some things Heaven knew not which it ought to 

know, — 
Thanks God for all his favors past, and yet. 
Tells Him there 's something He must not forget ; 
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Such are the prayers liis people love to hear, — 
See how the Deacon slants his listening ear ! 
What ! look once more ! Nay, surely there I 
trace 
The hinted outlines of a well-known face ! 
Not those the lipa for laughter to beguile, 
Yet round their comers lurks an embryo smile, 
The same on other lipa my childhood knew 
That scarce the Sabbath's mastery could subdue. 
Him too my lineage gives me leave to claim, — 
The good, grave man that bears the Psalmist*a 



And BtiU in ceaseless round the seasons passed ; 
Spring piped Her carol ; Autumn blew his blast ; 
Babes waxed to manhood ; manhood shrunk to age ; 
Life's worn-out players tottered off the stage ; 
The few are many ; boys have givDwn to men 
Since Putnam dragged the wolf from Pomf ret's den ; 
Our new-old Woodstock is a thriving town ; 
Brave are her children ; faithful to the crown ; 
Her soldiers' steel the savage redsldn knows ; 
Their hjood has crimsoned his Canadian snows. 
And now once more along the quiet vale 
Rings the dread call that turns the mothers pale ; 
Full well they know the valorous heat that runs 
In every pulse-beat of their loyal sons ; 
Who would not bleed in good King George's cause 
When England's lion shows his teeth and claws ? 

With glittering firelocks on the viUage green 
In proud array a martial band is seen ; 
You know what names those ancient rosters hold, — 
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Whose belts were buckled when the drum-beat 

rolled, — 
But mark their Captain ! tell us, who is he ? 
On his brown face that same old look I see ! 
Yes ! from the homestead's still retreat he came, 
Whose peaceful owner bore the Psalmist's name ; 
The same his own. Well, Israel's glorious king 
Who struck the harp could also whirl the sling, — 
Breathe in his song a penitential sigh 
And smite the sons of Amalek hip and thigh : 
These shared their task ; one deaconed out the 

psalm, 
One slashed the scalping hell-hounds of Mont- 
calm ; 
The praying father's pious work is done, 
Now sword in hand steps forth the fighting son. 

On many a field he fought in wilds afar ; 
See on his swarthy cheek the bullet's scar I 
There hangs a murderous tomahawk ; beneath, 
Without its blade, a knife's embroidered sheath ; 
Save for the stroke his trusty weapon dealt 
His scalp had dangled at their owner's belt ; 
But not for him such fate ; he lived to see ^ 
The bloodier strife that made our nation free. 
To serve with willing toil, with skilful hand. 
The war-worn saviors of the bleeding land. 
His wasting life to others' needs he gave, — 
Sought rest in home and formd it in the grave. 
See where the stones life's brief memorials keep, 
The tablet telling where he " fell on sleep," — 
Watched by a winged cherub's rayless eye, — 
A scroll above that says we aU must die, — 
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Those saddening lines beneath, the "Night- 
Thoughts " lent : 
So stands the Soldier's, Surgeon's monument. 
Ah I at a glance my filial eye divines 
The scholar son in those remembered lines. 



The Scholar Son. His hand my footsteps led. 
No more the dim unreal past I tread. 
O thou whose hreathing form was once so dear, 
Whose cheering voice was music to my ear, 
Art thou not with me as my feet pursue 
The village paths so well thy boyhood knew, 
Along the tangled margin of the stream 
Whose mnrmurs blended with thine infant dream, 
Or climb the hill, or thread the wooded vale. 
Or seek the wave where gleams yon distant sail. 
Or the old homestead's narrowed bounds explore, 
Where sloped the roof that sheds the rains no more. 
Where one last relic still remains to tell 
Here stood thy home, — the memory-hannted well. 
Whose waters quench a deeper thirst than thine, 
Changed at my lips to sacramental wine, — 
Art thou not with me, as I fondly trace 
The scanty records of thine honored race. 
Call up the forms that earlier years have known, 
And spell the legend of each slanted stone ? 

With thoughts of thee my loving verse began, 
Not for the critic's curious eye to scan. 
Not for the many listeners, but the few 
Wh<ffle fathers trod the paths my fathers knew ; 
Still in my heart thy loved remembrance bums; 
Still to my lips thy cherished name returns ; 
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Could I but feel thy gracious presence near 
Amid the groves that once to thee were dear I 
Could but my trembling lips with mortal speech 
Thy listening ear for one brief moment reach ! 
How vain the dream I The pallid voyager's track 
No sign betrays ; he sends no message back. 
No word from thee since evening's shadow fell 
On thy cold forehead with my long farewell, — 
Now from the margm of the silent sea^ 
Take my last offering ere I cross to thee I 



THE IRON GATE 

AND OTHER POEMS 
1877-1881 



THE IRON GATE 

Read at the Breaikfast given in honor of Dr. Holmes's 
Seventieth Birthday by the publishers of the ''Atlantic 
Monthly/' Boston, December 3, 1879. 

Where is this patriarch you are kindly greeting ? 

Not unfamiliar to my ear his name, 
Nor yet unknown to many a joyous meeting 

In days long vanished, — is he still the same, 

Or changed by years, forgotten and forgetting. 
Dull-eared, dim-sighted, slow of speech and 
thought. 

Still o'er the sad, degenerate present fretting. 
Where all goes wrong, and nothing as it ought ? 

Old age, the graybeard! Well, indeed, I know 
him, — 
Shrunk, tottering, bent, of aches and ills the 
prey; 
In sermon, story, fable, picture, poem. 

Oft have I met him from my earliest day : 
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In my old JEsop, toiling with his bimdle, — 
His load of sticks, — politely asking Death, 

Who comes when called for, — would he lug or 
trundle 
His fagot for him ? — he was scant of breath. 

And sad " Ecclesiastes, or the Preacher," — 
Has he not stamped the image on my soul, 

In that last chapter, where the worn-out Teacher 
Sighs o'er the loosened cord, the broken bowl? 

Yes, long, indeed, I 've known him at a distance, 
And now my lifted door-latch shows him here ; 

I take his shriveUed hand without resistance. 
And find him smiling as his step draws near. 

What though of gilded baubles he bereaves us. 
Dear to the heart of youth, to manhood's prime ; 

Think of the calm he brings, the wealth he leaves 
us. 
The hoarded spoils, the lega<5ies of time I 

Altars once flaming, stiU with incense fragrant, 
Passion's uneasy nurslings rocked asleep, 

Hope's anchor faster, wild desire less vagrant, 
Life's flow less noisy, but the stream how deep I 

Still as the silver cord gets worn and slender, 
Its lightened task-work tugs with lessening strain. 

Hands get more helpful, voices, grown more tender. 
Soothe with their softened tones the slumberous 
brain. 
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Youth longs and manliood strives, tut age remem- 

Sits by the raked-up ashes of the past, 
Spreads its thin hands above the whitening embers 
That warm its creeping life-blood till the last. 

Dear to its heart is every loving token 

That cornea unbidden ere its pulse grows cold, 

Ere the last lingering ties of life are broken. 
Its laboi's euded and its story told. 

Ah, while around us rosy youth rejoices, 
For us the sorrow-laden breezes sigh, 

And through the chorus of its jocund voices 
Throbs the sharp note of misery's hopeless cry. 

As on the gauzy wings of fancy flying 

From some far orb I track our watery sphere, 

Home of the struggling, suffering, doubting, dying, 
The silvered globule seems a glistening tear. 

But Nature lends her mirror of illusion 

To win from saddening scenes our age-dimmed 
eyes. 

And misty day-dreanis blend in sweet confusion 
The wintry landscape and the summer skiea. 



So when the iron portal shuts behind us, 
And life forgets us in its noise and whirl, 

Visions that shunned the glaring noonday find u 
And glimmering starlight shows the gates c 
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I come not here your morning hour to sadden, 
A limping pilgrim, leaning on his staff, — 

I, who have never deemed it sin to gladden 
This vale of sorrows with a wholesome laugh. 

If word of mine another's gloom has brightened. 
Through my dumb lips the heaven-sent message 
came ; 

If hand of mine another's task has lightened. 
It felt the guidance that it dares not claim. 

But, O my gentle sisters, O my brothers, 
These thick-sown snow-flakes hint of toil's release ; 

These feebler pulses bid me leave to others 

The tasks once welcome ; evening asks for peace. 

Time claims his tribute ; silence now is golden ; 

Let me not vex the too long suffering lyre ; 
Though to your love untiring stiU beholden. 

The curfew teUs me — cover up the fire. 

And now with grateful smile and accents cheerful. 

And warmer heart than look or word can tell, 
In simplest phrase — these traitorous eyes are tear- 
ful- 
Thanks, Brothers, Sisters, — Children, — and f are- 
weUl 
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VESTIGIA QUINQUE RETRORSUM 

AN ACADEMTG POEM 

182ft-1879 

Read at the Commencement Dinner of the Ainmni of Harvard 
University, June 25, 1879. 

While fond, sad memories all arormd us throng, 
Silence were sweeter than the sweetest song ; 
Yet when the leaves are green and heaven is blue, 
The choral tribute of the grove is due. 
And when the lengthening nights have chilled the 

skies. 
We fain would hear the song-bird ere he flies. 
And greet with kindly welcome, even as now. 
The lonely minstrel on his leafless bough. 

This is our golden year, — its golden day ; 
Its bridal memories soon must pass away ; 
Soon shall its dying music cea^e to ring, 
And every year must loose some silver string. 
Till the last trembling chords no longer thrill, — 
Hands all at rest and hearts forever still. 

A few gray heads have joined the forming line ; 
We hear our summons, — " Class of 'Twenty- 

Nme ! '' 
Oose on the foremost, and, alas, how few ! 
Are these " The Boys " our dear old Mother knew? 
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Sixty brave swimmers. Twenty — something 

more — 
Have passed the stream and reached this frosty 

shore I 

How near the banks these fifty years divide 
When memory crosses with a single stride ! 
'T is the first year of stem " Old Hickory " 's rule 
When our good Mother lets us out of school, 
Half glad, half sorrowing, it must be confessed, 
To leave her quiet lap, her boimteous breast, 
Armed with our dainty, ribbon-tied degrees, 
Pleased and yet pensive, exiles and A. B.'s. 

Look back, O comrades, with your faded eyes. 
And see the phantoms as I bid them rise. 
Whose smile is that ? Its pattern Nature gave, 
A sunbeam dancing in a dimpled wave ; 
KiBKLAND alone such grace from Heaven could 

win, 
His features radiant as the soul within ; 
That smile would let him through Saint Peter's 

gate 
While sad-eyed martyrs had to stand and wait. 
Here flits mercurial Farrar ; standing there. 
See mild, benignant, cautious, learned TFare, 
And sturdy, patient, faithful, honest Hedge^ 
Whose grinding logic gave our wits their edge ; 
Ticknor^ with honeyed voice and courtly grace ; 
And Willard^ larynxed like a double bass ; 
And Charming^ with his bland, superior look, 
Cool as a moonbeam on a frozen brook, 
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While the pale student, shivering in his shoes, 
Sees from hia theme the turgid rhetoric ooze ; 
And the bom soldier, fate decreed to wreak 
His martial manhood on a class in Greek, 
Pnjihin ! How that explosive name recaUa 
The grand old Busby of our ancient halls ! 
Such faces looked from SMppon'a grim platoons. 
Such figures rode with Ireton's stout dragoons : 
He gave his strength to learning's gentle charms. 
But every accent sounded " Shoulder arms I " 

Names, — empty names I Save only here and 
there 
Some white-haired listener, dozing in his chair. 
Starts at the sound he often used to hear, 
And upward slants his Sunday-sermon ear. 

And we — our blooming manhood we regain ; 
Smiling we join the long Commencement tr^n. 
One point first battled in discussion hot, — 
Shall we wear gowns f and settled : We vsill not. 
How strange the scene, — that noisy boy-debate 
Where embryo-speakers learn to rule the State ! 
This broad-browed youth, sedate and sobei^eyed, 
Shall wear the ermined robe at Taney's side ; 
And he, the stripling, smooth of face and slight, 
Whose slender form scarce intercepts the light. 
Shall rule the Bench where Parsons gave the law. 
And sphinx-like sat uncouth, majestic Shaw I 
Ah, many a star has shed its fatal ray 
On names we loved — our brothers — wliere are 



they? 



d 
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Nor these alone ; our hearts m silence claim 
Names not less dear, unsyllabled by fame. 

How brief the space ! and yet it sweeps us back 
Far, far along our new-bom history's track ! 
Five strides like this ; — the sachem rules the 

land; 
The Indian wigwams cluster where we stand. 

The second. Lo ! a scene of deadly strife — 
A nation struggling into infant life ; 
Not yet the fatal game at Yorktown won 
Where failing Empire fired its simset gun. 
Lakgdon sits restless in the ancient chair, — 
Harvard's grave Head, — these echoes heard his 

prayer 
When from yon mansion, dear to memory still. 
The banded yeomen marched for Bunker's Hill. 
Count on the grave triennial's thick-starred roll 
What names were numbered on the lengthening 

scroll, — 
Not unfamiliar in our ears they ring, - 
Winthrop, Hale, Eliot, Everett, Dexter, Tyng. 

Another stride. Once more at 'twenty-nine, — 
God saye Eing Geobge, the Second of his line I 
And is Sir Isaac living? Nay, not so, — 
He followed Flamsteed two short years ago, — 
And what about the little hump-backed man 
Who pleased the bygone days of good Queen Anne ? 
What, Pope ? another book he 's just put out, — 
" The Dunciad," — witty, but profane, no doubt. 
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Where 's Cotton Mather ? lie was always here. 
And 80 he would be, hut he died last year. 
Who is this preacher our Northampton claims, 
Whose rhetoric blazes with sulphureous flames 
And torches stolen from Tartarean mines ? 
Edwards, the salamander of divines. 
A deep, strong nature, pure and uudetiled ; 
Faith, firm as his who stabbed Ms sleeping child ; 
Alas for him who blindly strays apart, 
And seeking God has lost his human heart ! 
Fall where they might, no flying cinders caught 
These sober ha lln where Wadsworth ruled and 
taught. 



One footstep more ; the fourth receding stride 
Leaves the round century on the nearer side. 
God bave ICing Ceasles! God knows that 

pleasant knave 
His grace will find it hard enough to save. 
Ten yeare and more, and now the Plague, the Fire, 
Talk of all tongues, at last begin to tire ; 
One fear prevails, aD other frights forgot, — 
White lips are whispering, — hark I The Popish 

Plot! 
Happy New England, from such troubles free 
In health and peace beyond the stormy sea 1 
No Romish daggers threat her children's throats, 
No gibbering nightmare mutters " Titus Oates ; " 
Philip is slain, the Quaker graves are green, 
Not yet the witch has entered on the scene ; 
Happy our Harvard ; pleased her graduates four ; 
Ubian Oakeb the name their parchments bore. 
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Two centuries past, our hurried feet arrive 
At the last footprint of the scanty five ; 
Take the fifth stride ; our wandering eyes explore 
A tangled forest on a trackless shore ; 
Here, where we stand, the savage sorcerer howls. 
The wild cat snarls, the stealthy gray wolf growls, 
The slouching bear, perchance the trampling moose 
Starts the brown squaw and scares her red pappoose ; 
At every step the lurking foe is near ; 
ESs Demons reign ; God has no temple here I 

Lift up your eyes ! behold these pictured walls ; 
Look where the flood of western glory falls 
Through the great sunflower disk of blazing panes 
Li ruby, saffron, azure, emerald stains ; 
With reverent step the marble pavement tread 
Where our proud Mother's martyr-roll is read ; 
See the great halls that cluster, gathering round 
This lofty shrine with holiest memories crowned ; 
See the fair Matron in her summer bower. 
Fresh as a rose in bright perennial flower ; 
Bead on her standard, always in the van, 
"Truth," — the one word that makes a slave a 

man; 
Think whose the hands that fed her altar-fires. 
Then count the debt we owe our scholar-sires I 

Brothers, farewell I the fast declining ray 
Fades to the twilight of our golden day ; 
Some lesson yet our wearied brains may leam, 
Some leaves, perhaps, in life's thin volume turn. 
How few they seem as in our waning age 
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We count them backwards to the title-page 1 

Oh let us trust with holy men of old 

Not aJl the story here begun is told ; 

So the tired spirit, waiting to fee freed. 

On life's last leaf with tranquil eye shall read 

By the pale glimmer of the torch reversed, 

Not Finis, but The End of Volume -First/ 



MY AVIARY 



bdow, in the wintry 



ThhOUGH my north 
weather, — 

My airy oriel on the river shore, — 
I watch the sea-fowl as they flock together 

Where late the boatman flashed his dripping oar. 



The guU, high floating, like a sloop unladen. 
Lets the loose water waft him as it will ; 

The duck, round-breasted as a rustic maiden. 
Paddles and plunges, busy, busy stilL 

I see the solemn gulls in coimcil sitting 

On some broad ice-floe pondering long and lat«, 

While overhead the home-bound ducks are flitting. 
And leave the tardy conclave in debate, 



Those weighty questions in their breasts revolving 
Whose deeper meaning science never learns, 

Till at some reverend elder's look dissolving. 
The speechless senate silently adjourns. 



My Aviary 
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But when along the waves the shrill north-easter 
Shrieks through the laboring coaster's shrouds 
" Beware ! " 

The pale bird, kindling like a Christmas f easter 
When some wild chorus shakes the vinous air, 

Flaps from the leaden wave in fierce rejoicing, 
Feels heaven's dumb lightning thrill his torpid 
nerves, 

Now on the blast his whistnng plumage poising, 
Now wheeling, whirling in fantastic curves. 

Such is our gull ; a gentleman of leisure, 

Less fleshed than feathered ; bagged you '11 find 
him such ; 

His vii*tue silence ; his employment pleasure ; 
Not bad to look at, and not good for much. 

What of our duck? He has some high-bred 
cousins, — 
His Grace the Canvas-back, My Lord the 
Brant, — 
Anas and Anser^ — both served up by dozens. 
At Boston's Rocher^ half-way to Nahant. 

As for himself, he seems alert and thriving, - 

Grrubs up a living somehow — what, who knows? 
Crabs ? mussels ? weeds ? — Look quick I there 's 
one just diving I 
Flop ! Splash I his white breast glistens — down 
he goes I 
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And while he 's under — just about a minute — 

I take advantage of the fact to say 
His fishy carcase has no virtue in it 

The gunning idiot's worthless hire to pay. 

He knows you ! " sportsmen " from suburban alleys. 
Stretched under seaweed in the treacherous 
punt; 

Eoiows every lazy, shiftless lout that sallies 

Forth to waste powder — as Ae says, to " hunt.*' 

I watch you with a patient satisfaction. 

Well pleased to discount yoiur predestined luck ; 

The float that figures in your sly transaction 
Will carry back a goose, but not a duck. 

Shrewd is our bird ; not easy to outwit him I 
Sharp is the outlook of those pin-head eyes ; 

still, he is mortal and a shot may hit him. 
One cannot always miss him if he tries. 

Look ! there 's a young one, dreaming not of dan- 
ger; 

Sees a flat log come floating down the stream ; 
Stares undismayed upon the harmless stranger ; 

Ah I were all strangers harmless as they seem ! 

JSdbet ! a leaden shower his breast has shattered ; 

Vainly he flutters, not again to rise ; 
His soft white plumes along the waves are scat- 
tered ; 

Helpless the wing that braved the tempest lies. 
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He sees his comrades high above him flying 
To seek their nests among the island reeds ; 

Strong is their flight ; all lonely he is lying 
Washed by the crimsoned water as he bleeds* 

Thou who carest for the falling sparrow, 
Canst Thou the sinless sufferer's pang forget ? 

Or is thy dread account-book's page so narrow 
Its one long column scores thy creatures' debt? 

Poor gentle guest, by nature kindly cherished, 
A world grows dark with thee in bKnding death ; 

One Kttle gasp - thy universe has perished, 

Wrecked by the idle thief who stole thy breath! 

Is this the whole sad story of creation, 

Lived by its breathing myriads o'er and o'er,— 

One glimpse of day, then black annihilation, — 
A sunht passage to a sunless shore ? 

Give back our faith, ye mystery-solving lynxes I 
Kobe us once more in heaven-aspiring creeds I 

Happier was dreaming Egypt with her sphinxes. 
The stony convent with its cross and beads I 

How often gazing where a bird reposes. 

Booked on the wavelets, drifting with the tide, 

1 lose myself in strange metempsychosis 
And float a sea-fowl at a sea-fowl's side ; 

From rain, hail, snow in feathery mantle muffled, 
Clear-eyed, strong-limbed, with keenest sense to 
hear 
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My mate soft murmuring, wlio, with plumes un- 
ruffled. 
Where'er I wander still is nestling near ; 

The great blue hollow like a garment o'er me ; 

Spa<;e all unmeasured, unrecorded time ; 
While seen with inward eye moves on hefore me 

Thought's pictured train in wordless pantomime. 

A voice recalls me. — From my window turning 
I find myself a plumeless biped still ; 

No beak, no claws, no sign of wings discerning, — 
In fact with nothing bird-like but my quill. 

ON THE THRESHOLD 



INTEODITCTION TO A COIiECTION 01 
rEBENT AUTHORS 



POBUa BT 




Ak usher standing at the door 

I show my white rosette ; 
A smile of welcome, nothing more, 

Will pay my trifling debt ; 
Why should I bid you idly wait 
Like lovers at the swinging gate ? 

Can I forget the wedding guest ? 

The veteran of the sea ? 
In vain the listener smites his breast, — 

" There was a ship," cries he 1 
Poor fasting victim, stunned and pale. 
He needs must listen te the tale. 
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He sees the gilded throng within, 

The sparkling goblets gleam, 
The music and the merry din 

Through every window stream. 
But there he shivers in the cold 
Till all the crazy dream is told. 

Not mine the graybeard's glittering eye 

That held his captive still 
To hold my silent prisoners by 

And let me have my will ; 
Nay, /were like the lJu*ee-years' child, 
To think you could be so beguiled I 

My verse is but the curtain's fold 

That hides the painted scene. 
The mist by morning's ray unrolled 

That veils the meadow's green. 
The cloud that needs must drift away 
To show the rose of opening day. 

See, from the tinkling rill you hear 

In hollowed palm I bring 
These scanty drops, but ah, how near 

The founts that heavenward spring I 
Thus, open wide the gates are thrown 
And founts and flowers are all your own I 
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TO GEORGE PEABODT 

DANYEBS, 1866 

Bankrupt ! our pockets inside out I 
Empty of words to speak his praises I 

Worcester and Webster up the spout I 
Dead broke of laudatory phrases I 

Yet why with flowery speeches tease, 
With vain superlatives distress him ? 

Has lan&^ua^e better words than these ? 

The So) OF ALL HIS RACE, Gob BLESS HIM 1 

A simple prayer — but words more sweet 

By human lips were never uttered, 
Since Adam left the country seat 

Where angel wings around him fluttered. 
The old look on with tear-dimmed eyes, 

The children cluster to caress him, 
And every voice unbidden cries, 

The fbiend of all his rage, God bless tttm ] 



AT THE PAPYRUS CLXJB 

A lovely show for eyes to see 
I lookiBd upon this morning, — 

A bright-hued, feathered company 
Of nature's own adorning ; 

But ah ! those minstrels woidd not sing 
A listening ear while I lent, — 
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He 'a lost Hs mother — so he cries — 

And here he knows he '11 find her : 
The rognie 1 't is but a new device, — 

Look out for flying arrows 
Whene'er the birds of Paradise 

Are perched amid the sparrows I 



FOK WHirriEB'S SEVENTIETH BIRTHDAY 

DBCEMBSB 17, 1877 

I BELIEVE that the copies of verses I ve spun, 
Like Scheherezade's tales, are a thousand and one ; 
You remember the story, — those mornings in 

bed,— 
'T was the turn of a copper, — a tale or a head. 

A doom like Scheherezade's falls upon me 
In a mandate aa stem as the Sultan's decree : 
I 'm a florist in verse, and what would people say 
If I came to a banquet without my bouquet ? 

It is trying, no doubt, when the company knows 
Just the look and the smell of each lily and rose, 
The green of each leaf in the sprigs that I bring, 
And the shape of the bunch and the knot of the 

string. 



Yes, — " the style is the man," and the nib of 

one's pen 
Makes the same mark at twent}', and threescore 

and ten ; 
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It is so in aU matters, if truth may be told ; 
Let one look at the cast he can tell you the 
mould. 

How we aU know each other I no use in disguise ; 
Through the holes in the mask comes the flash of 

the eyes ; 
We can teU by his — somewhat — each one of our 

tribe, 
As we know the old hat which we cannot describe. 

Though in Hebrew, in Sanscrit, in Choctaw you 

write. 
Sweet singer who gave us the Voices of Night, 
Though in buskin or slipper your song may be 

shod. 
Or the velvety verse that Evangeline trod. 

We shall say, " You can't cheat us, — we know it 
is you," 

There is one voice like that, but there cannot be 
two, 

Maiatro^ whose chant like the dulcimer rings : 

And the woods will be hushed while the nightin- 
gale sings. 

And he, so serene, so majestic, so true. 

Whose temple hypaethral the planets shine through. 

Let us catch but five words from that mystical 

pen, 
We should know our one sage from all children of 

men. 
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And he whose bright image no distance can dim, 
Through a hundred disguises we can't mistake 

him, 
Whose play is all earnest, whose wit is the edge 
(With a beetle behind) of a sham-splitting wedge. 

Do you know whom we send you, Hidalgos of 

Spain? 
Do you know your old friends when you see them 

again? 
Hosea was Sancho I you Dons of Madrid, 
But Sancho that wielded the lance of the Cid I 

And the wood-thrush of Essex, — you know whom 

I mean. 
Whose song echoes round us while he sits unseen. 
Whose heart-throbs of verse through our memories 

thriU 
Like a breath from the wood, like a breeze from 

the hill, 

So fervid, so simple, so loving, so pure, 
We hear but one strain and our verdict is sure, — 
Thee cannot elude us, — no further we search, — 
'Tis Holy George Herbert cut loose from his 
church ! 

We think it the voice of a seraph that sings, — 
Alas ! we remember that angels have wings, — 
What story is this of the day of his birth? 
Let him live to a hundred! we want him on 
earth! 
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One life has been paid him (in gold) by the sun ; 
One account has been squared and another begun ; 
But he never wiU die if he lingers below 
Till we Ve paid him in love half the balance we 
owe! 



TWO SONNETS: HARVARD 

At the meeting of the New York Harrard Club, February 21, 

1878. 

"CHBISTO ET ECCLESLffl;.'* 1700 

To God's anointed and his chosen flock: 
So ran the phrase the black-robed conclave chose 
To guard the sacred cloisters that arose 

Like David's altar on Moriah's rock. 

Unshaken still those ancient arches mock 
The ram's-hom summons of the windy foes 
Who stand like Joshua's army while it blows 

And wait to see them toppling with the shock. 

Christ and the Church. ITieir church, whose nar* 
row door 
Shut out the many, who if over l)old 
Like hunted wolves were driven from the fold, 

Bruised with the flails these godly zealots bore, 
Mindful that Israel's altar stood of old 

Where echoed once Araunah's threshing-floor. 

1643 " VBMTAS." 1878 

Truth : So the frontlet's older legend ran. 
On the brief record's opening page displayed ; 
Not yet those clear-eyed scholars were afraid 

Lest the fair fruit that wrought the woe of man 
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Bjr far Enpli rates —^whae oar sin hegm 
His seaidk £or tnidi, and, ssekiB^ vas b^ 

Injed — 
Mi^^ woik nev treason in tlieir favest sliade, 

DouUii^ die curse tbat brou^^ IiCe's shoctened 



Kmrse of tlie fntnre, dangbter of the past» 
Tliafc stem phykctenr best becomes lliee now: 
lift to ibe nK»nhig star tbj maible brow! 

Cast fby braTe tmtb on eTcxy waning^ blast ! 
Stretcb tbj wbite band to tbat fotbiddeii boiq^ 

And let tbine earliest qrmbol be dgr last ! 



THE COMIKG ERA 

Thet tell OS ibat the Muse is soon to ftj benee» 
LeaYing the bowers of song tbat onoe woe 
dear. 

Her robes beqaeathing to ber sister, Scienoe, 
The groves of Kndus for the axe to dear. 

Optics win daim tbe wandering eye of fancy. 
Physics will grasp imagination's wings. 

Plain fiict exorcise fiction's necromancy. 
The workshop hammer where the minstrel singSi 

No more with laughter at Thalia's frolics 

Our eyes shall twinkle till the tears ran down. 

Bat in her place the lectarer on hydraulics 
Spout forth his watery science to the town. 
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No more our foolish passions and affections 
The tragic Muse with mimic grief shall try. 

But, nobler far, a course of vivisections 
Teach what it costs a tortured brute to die. 

The unearthed monad, long in buried rocks hid. 
Shall teU the secret whence our being came ; 

The chemist show us death is life's black oxide, 
Left when the breath no longer fans its flame. 

Instead of crack-brained poets in their attics 
Filling thin volimies with their flowery talk. 

There shall be books of wholesome mathematics ; 
The tutor with his blackboard and his chalk. 

No longer bards with madrigal and sonnet 

Shall woo to moonlight walks the ribboned sex, 

But side by side the beaver and the bonnet 
Stroll, calmly pondering on some problem's x. 

The sober bliss of serious calculation 

Shall mock the trivial joys that fancy drew. 

And, oh, the rapture of a solved equation, — 
One self-same answer on the lips of two I 

So speak in solemn tones our youthful sages. 
Patient, severe, laborious, slow, exact, 

As o'er creation's protoplasmic pages 

They browse and munch the thistle crops of fact. 

And yet we 've sometimes found it rather pleasant 
To dream again the scenes that Shakespeare 
drew, — 
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To walk the hill-side with the Scottish peasant 
Among the daisies wet with morning's dew ; 

To leave awhile the daylight of the real, 
Led by the guidance of the master's hand, 

For the strange radiance of the far ideal, — 
" The light that never was on sea or land." 

Well, Time alone can lift the future's curtain, — 
Science may teach our children all she knows. 

But Love will kindle fresh young hearts, 't is 
certain, 
And June will not forget her blushing rose. 

And so, in spite of all that Time is bringing, — 
Treasures of truth and miracles of art. 

Beauty and Love will keep the poet singing. 
And song stiU live, the science of the heart. 



IN RESPONSE 

Breakfast at the Century Club, New York, May, 1879. 

Such kindness I the scowl of a cynic would soften, 
His pulse beat its way to some eloquent words, 

Alas ! my poor accents have echoed too often. 
Like that Pinafore music you 've some of you 
heard. 

Do you know me, dear strangers — the hundredth 
time comer 
At banquets and feasts since the days of my 
Spring? 
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Ah ! would I could boirow one rose of my Summer, 
But this is a leaf of my Autumn I bring. 

I look at your faces, — I 'm sure there are some 
from 
The three-breasted mother I count as my own ; 
You think you remember the place you have come 
from, 
But how it has changed in the years that have 
flown I 

Unaltered, 't is true, is the hall we call " Funnel," 
Stm fights the " Old South " in the battle for 
life. 
But we've opened our door to the West through 
the tunnel. 
And we 've cut off Fort Hill with our Amazon 
knife. 

Yon should see the new Westminster Boston has 
builded, • — 
Its mansions, its spires, its museums of arts, — 
You should see the great dome we have gorgeously 
gilded, — 
Tis the light of our eyes, 'tis the joy of our 
hearts. 

When first in his path a young asteroid found it, 
As he sailed through the skies with the stars in 
his wake, 
He thought 'twas the sun, and kept circling 
around it 
Till Edison signalled, ^^ You 've made a mistake." 
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"We are proud of our city, — her fast-growing figure, 
The warp and the woof of her braiu and her 
hands, — 
But we 're proudest of all that her heart has grown 
bi^er, 
And warms with fresh blood as her ^rdle ex- 
pands. 

One lesson the rubric of conflict has taught her : 
Though parted awhile by war's earth-rending 
shock, 

The lines that divide us are written in water. 
The love that unites us cut deep in the rock. 

As well might the Judas of treason endeavor 
To write his black name on the disk of the sun 

Aa try the bright star-wreath that binds us to sever 
And blot the fair legend of " Many in One." 

We love TOU, tall sister, the stately, the splendid, — 
The banner of empire floats high on your towers, 

Yet ever in welcome your arms are extended, — 
We share in your splendors, your glory is ours. 

Yes, Queen of the Continent I All of us own thee, — 
The gold-freighted argosies flock at thy call. 

The naiads, the searuymphs have met to enthrone 
thee, 
But the Broadway of one is the Highway of all ! 

I thank you. Three words that can hardly be 
mended. 
Though plirases on phrases their eloquence pile, 
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If you hear the heart's throb with their eloquence 
blended, 
And read all they mean in a sunshiny smile. 



FOR THE MOORE CENTENNIAL CELEBRA- 
TION 

MAT 28, 1879 
I. 

Enchanter of Erin, whose magic has bound us, 
Thy wand for one moment we fondly would claim, 

Entranced while it summons the phantoms around 
us 
That blush into life at the sound of thy name. 

The tell-tales of memory wake from their slum- 
bers, — 
I hear the old song with its tender refrain, — 
What passion lies hid in those honey-voiced num- 
bers! 
What perfume of youth in each exquisite strain ! 

The home of my childhood comes back as a vision, — 
Hark! Hark! A soft chord from its song^ 
haunted room, — 

T is a morning of May, when the air is Elysian, — 
The syringa in bud and the lilac in bloom, — 

We are clustered around the " Clementi " piano, — 
There were six of us then, — there are two of us 
now, — 
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She is singing — the girl with the silver soprano — 
How " The Lord of the Valley " was false to his 
vow; 

'^ Let Erin remember " the echoes are calling ; 
Through " The Vale of Avoca " the waters are 
rolled; 
'^The Exile" laments while the night-dews are 
falling; 
''The Morning of Life" dawns again as of 
old. 

But ah! those warm love-songs of fresh adoles- 
cence! 
Around us such raptures celestial they flung 
That it seemed as if Paradise breathed its quintes- 
sence 
Through the seraph-toned lips of the maiden that 
sung! 

Long hushed are the chords that my boyhood en- 
chanted 
As when the smooth wave by the angel was 
stirred, 
Yet still with their music is memory haunted, 
And oft in my dreams are their melodies heard. 

I feel like the priest to his altar returning, - 
The crowd that was kneeling no longer is there, 

The flame has died down, but the brands are still 
burning, 
And sandal and cinnamon sweeten the air. 
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n. 

The vefl for her bridal young Summer is weaving 
In her azure-domed hall with its tapestried floor, 

And Spring the last tear-drop of May-dew is leaving 
On the daisy of Bums and the shamrock of 
Moore. 

How like, how imlike, as we view them together, 
The song of the minstrels whose record we 
scan, — 

One fresh as the breeze blowing over the heather, 
One sweet as the breath from an odalisque's fan I 

Ah, passion can glow mid a palace's splendor ; 

The cage does not alter the song of the bird ; 
And the curtain of silk has known whispers as 
tender 

As ever the blossoming hawthorn has heard. 

No fear lest the step of the soft-slippered Grraces 
Should fright the young Loves from theb warm 
little nest, 
For the heart of a queen, under jewels and laces. 
Beats time with the pulse in the peasant girl's 
breast I 

Thrice welcome each gift of kind Nature's bestow- 
ing! 

Her fountain heeds little the goblet we hold ; 
Alike, when its musical waters are flowing, 

The shell from the seaside, the chalice of gold. 
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The twins of the lyre to her voices had listened ; 
Both laid their best gifts upon Liberty's 
shrine; 
For Coila's loved minstrel the holly-wreath glis- 
tened ; 
For Erin's the rose and the myrtle entwine. 

And while the fresh blossoms of summer are 
braided 
For the sea-girdled, stream-silvered, lake-jewelled 
isle. 
While her mantle of verdure is woven unf aded, 
While Shannon and Liffey shall dimple and 
smile, 

The land where the staff of Saint Patrick was 
planted. 
Where the shamrock grows green from the cliffs 
to the shore, 
The land of fair maidens and heroes undaunted. 
Shall wreathe her bright harp with the garlands 
of Moore I 



TO JAMES FREEMAN CLARKE 

APRIL 4, 1880 

I BRING the simplest pledge of love. 
Friend of my earKer days ; 

Mine is the hand without the glove, 
The heart-beat, not the phrase. 
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How few still breathe this mortal air 

We called by school-boy names ! 
You still, whatever robe you wear, 

To me are always James. 

That name the kind apostle bore 

Who shames the sullen creeds, 
Not trusting less, but loving more, 

And showing faith by deeds. 

What blending thoughts our memories share I 

What visions yours and mine 
Of May^iays in whose morning air 

The dews were golden wine. 

Of vistas bright with opening day, 

Whose aU-awakening sun 
Showed in life's landscape, far away, 

The summits to be won I 

The heights are gained. Ah, say not so 

For him who smUes at time. 
Leaves his tired comrades down below, 

And only lives to climb I 

His labors, - wiU they ever cease, - 
With hand and tongue and pen? 

Shall wearied Nature ask release 
At threescore years and ten? 

Our strength the clustered seasons tax, — * 
For him new life they mean ; 
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Like rods around the lletor's axe 
They keep him bright and keen. 

The wise, the brave, the strong, we know, 
We mark them here or there. 

But he, — we roll our eyes, and lol 
We find him everywhere I 

With truth's bold cohorts, or alone. 
He strides through error's field ; 

His lance is ever manhood's own, 
His breast is woman's shield. 

Count not his years while earth has need 
Of souls that Heaven inflames 

With sacred zeal to save, to lead, — 
Long live our dear Saint James I 



WELCOME TO THE CHICAGO COMMERCIAL 

CLUB 

JANUABY 14, 1880 

Chicago sounds rough to the maker of verse ; 
One comfort we have — Cincinnati sounds worse ; 
If we only were licensed to say Chicago \ 
But Worcester and Webster won't let us, you know. 

No matter, we songsters must sing as we can ; 
We can make some nice couplets with Lake Michi- 
gan, 
And what more resembles a nightingale's voice. 
Than the oily trisyllable, sweet Illinois ? 
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Your waters are fresh, while our harbor is salt, 
But we know you can't help it — it isn't your 

fault; 
Our city is old and your city is new, 
But the raiboad men tell us we're greener than 

you. 

You have seen our gilt dome, and no doubt you 've 

been told 
That the orbs of the universe round it are rolled ; 
But I '11 own it to you, and I ought to know best. 
That this is n't quite true of all stars of the West. 

You 11 go to Mount Auburn, — we 'U show you the 

track, — 
And can stay there, — unless you prefer to come 

back; 
And Bunker's tall shaft you can dimb if you 

will. 
But you 'U pufE like a paragraph praising a pill. 

You must see — but you have seen — our old 

Faneuil Hall, 
Our churches, our school-rooms, our sample-rooms, 

all; 
And, perhaps, though the idiots must have their 

jokes. 
You have found our good people much like other 

folks. 

There are cities by rivers, by lakes, and by seas, 
Each as full of itself as a cheese-mite of cheese ; 
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And a city will brag as a game-cock will crow : 
Don't your cockerels at home — just a little, you 

know? 

But we '11 crow for you now — here 's a health to 

the boys, 
Men, maidens, and matrons of fair Illinois, 
And the rainbow of friendship that archea its 

span 
From the green of the sea to the blue Michigan I 



AMERICAN ACADEMY CENTENNIAL CELE- 
BRATION 



SiBE, son, and grandson ; so the century glides ; 
Three lives, three strides, three foot-prints in the 

Silent as midnight's falling meteor slides 
Into the stilbiess of the far-off land ; 
How dim the space its little arc has spanned 1 



See on this opening page the names renowned 
Tombed in these records on our dusty shelves. 

Scarce on the scroll of living memory found. 
Save where the wan-eyed antiquarian delves ; 
Shadows they seem ; ah, what are we ourselves ? 

Pale ghosts of Bowdoin, Winthrop, Willard, West, 
Sages of busy brain and wrinkled brow, 
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Searchers of Nature's secrets unconfessed, 
Asking of all things Whence and Why and 

How — 
What problems meet your larger vision now ? 

Has Gannett tracked the wild Aurora's path? 
Has Bowdoin f oimd his all-surrounding sphere ? 

What question puzzles ciphering Philomath ? 
Could Williams make the hidden causes dear 
Of the Dark Day that filled the land with fear? 

Dear ancient school-boys I Nature taught to them 
The simple lessons of the star and flower, 

Showed them strange sights; how on a single 
stem, — 
Admire the marvels of Creative Power I — 
Twin apples grew, one sweet, the other sour ; 

How from the hill-top where our eyes beheld 
In even ranks the plumed and bannered maize 

Bange its long columns, in the days of old 
The live volcano shot its angry blaze, — 
Dead since the showers of Noah's watery days ; 

How, when the lightning spUt the mighty rock. 
The spreading fury of the shaft was spent ! 

How the yoimg scion joined the alien stock. 

And when and where the homeless swallows went 
To pa^s the winter of their discontent. 

Scant were the gleanings in those years of dearth ; 
No Cuvier yet had clothed the fossil bones 
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That slumbered, waiting for tlieir second birth ; 

No Ijyell read the legend of the stones ; 
Science still pointed to her empl^ tlirones. 

Dreaming of orbs to eyes of earth unknown, 
Herachel looked heavenwards in the starlight 
p^e; 
Lost in those awful depths he trod alone, 
Laplace stood mute before the lifted veil ; 
WhOe home-bred Humboldt trimmed bia toy 
ship's sail. 

No mortal feet these loftier heights had gained 
Whence the wide realms of Nature we descry ; 

In vain their eyes our longing fathers strained 
To scan with wondering gaze the summits high 
That far beneath their children's footpaths lie. 

Smile at their first small ventures as we may. 

The school-boy's copy shapes the scholar's hand, 
Their grateful memory fills our hearts to-day ; 
Brave, hopeful, wise, this bower of peace they 

planned, 
Wliile war's dread ploughshare scarred the suf- 
fering land. 



Child of our children's children yet unborn. 
When on this yellow page you tura your eyes, 

Where the brief record of this May-day mom 
In phrase antique and faded letters lies. 
How vague, how pale our Sitting ghosts will 
rise I 
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Yet in our veins the blood ran warm and red. 

For us the fields were green, the skies were blue, 
Though from our dust the spirit long has fled, 
We lived, we loved, we toiled, we dreamed like 

you. 
Smiled at our sires and thought how much we 
knew. 

Oh might our spirits for one hour return, 

When the next century rounds its hundredth 
ring, 

All the strange secrets it shall teach to learn, 
To hear the larger truths its years shall bring. 
Its wiser sages talk, its sweeter minstrels sing t 
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These hallowed precincts, long to memory dear. 
Smile with fresh welcome as our feet draw near; 
With softer gales the opening leaves are fanned, 
With fairer hues the kindling flowers expand. 
The rose-bush reddens with the blush of June, 
The groves are vocal with their minstrels' tune, 
The mifi:hty elm, beneath whose arching^ shade 
The wfriBg Children of the forest sLyed, 
Greets tiie bright morning in its bridal diss! 
And spreads its arms the gladsome dawn to bless. 

Is it an idle dream that nature shares 
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Our joys, our griefs, our pastimes, and our cares? 
Is there no summons when, at morning's call, 
The sable vestments of the darkness fall? 
Does not meek evening's low-voiced Ave blend 
Witli the soft vesper as its notes ascend? 
Is there no whisper in the perfumed air 
When the sweet bosom of the rose is bare? 
Does not the sunshine call us to rejoice? 
Is there no meaning in the atorm-cloud's voice? 
No silent message when from midnight skiea 
Heaven looks upon us with its myriad eyes? 

Or shift the mirror; say our dreams diffuse 
O'er life's pale landscape their celestial hues. 
Lend heaven the rainbow it has never known, 
And robe the earth in glories not its own, 
Sing their own music in the summer breeze. 
With fresher foliage clothe the stately trees, 
Stain the June blossoms with a livelier dye 
And spread a bluer azure on the sky, — 
Blest be the power that works its lawless will 
And finds the weediest patch an Eden still; 
No walls so fair as those our fancies build, — 
No views BO bright as those our visions gild! 

So ran my lines, as pen and paper met. 
The truant goose-quill travelling like Planchette; 
Too ready servant, whose deceitful ways 
Full many a slipshod line, alas! betrays; 
Hence of the rhyming thousand not a few 
Have biiildud worse — a great deal^ — ^than they 
knew. 
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What need of idle fancy to adorn 
Our mother's birthplace on her birthday mom? 
Hers are the blossoms of eternal spring, 
From these green boughs her new-fledged birds take 

wing, 
These echoes hear their earliest carols simg, 
In this old nest the brood is ever young. 
If some tired wanderer, resting from his flight, 
Amid the gay young choristers alight. 
These gather round him, mark his faded plumes 
That famtly stiU the far-off grove perfumes, 
And listen, wondering if some feeble note 
Yet lingers, quavering in his weary throat: — 
I, whose fresh voice yon red-faced temple knew, 
What tune is left me, fit to sing to you? 
Ask not the grandeurs of a labored song. 
But let my easy couplets slide along; 
Much could I tell you that you know too well ; 
Much I remember, but I will not tell; 
Age brings experience; graybeards oft are wise. 
But oh! how sharp a youngster's ears and eyes I 

My cheek was bare of adolescent down 
When first I sought the academic town ; 
Slow rolls the coach along the dusty road, 
Big with its fiKal and parental load; 
The frequent hills, the lonely woods are past. 
The school-boy's chosen home is reached at last. 
I see it now, the same unchanging spot, 
The swinging gate, the Utile garden plot. 
The narrow yard, the rock that made its floor. 
The flat, pale house, the knocker-garnished door, 
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The small, trim parlor, neat, decorous, clijll, 
The strange, new faces, kind, but grave and still; 
Two, creased with age, —or what I then called 

age,— 
Life's volume open at its fiftieth page; 
One, a shy maiden's, pallid, placid, sweet 
As the first snow -drop, which the sunbeams greet; 
One, the last nursling's; slight she was, and fair. 
Her smooth white forehead warmed with auburn 

Last came the virgin Hymen long had spared. 
Whose daily cares the gi-ateful household shared, 
Strong, patient, bumble; her substantial frame 
Stretched the chaste draperies I forbear to name. 

Brave, but with effort, bad the acbool-boy come 
To the cold comfort of a stranger's home; 
How like a dagger to my sinking heart 
Came the dry summons, "It is time to part; 
Good-by!" "Goo — ood-byl" one fond maternal 

kiss. . . . 
Homesick as death I Was ever pang like this? . . . 
Too young as yet with willing feet to stray 
From the tame fireside, glad to get away, — 
Too old to let my watery grief appear, — 
And what so bitter as a swallowed tear ! 

One figure stiU my vagrant thoughts pursue; 
First boy to greet me, Ariel, where are you? 
Imp of all mischief, heaven alone knows how 
You learned it all, — -are you an angel now. 
Or tottering gently down the slope of years. 
Your face grown sober in the vale of tears? 
Forgive my fi-eedom if you are breathing still; 



^ 
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If in a happier world, I know you will. 

You were a school-boy — what beneath the sun 

So like a monkey? I was also one. 

Strange, sure enough, to see what curious shoots 
The nursery raises from the study's roots ! 
In those old days the very, very good 
Took up more room — a little — than they should ; 
Something too much one's eyes encountered then 
Of serious youth and funeral- visaged men; 
The solemn elders saw life's mournful half, — 
Heaven sent this boy, whose mission wa« to laugh, 
Drollest of buffos. Nature's odd protest, 
A catbird squealing in a blackbird's nest. 

Kind, faithful Nature! While the sour-eyed 
Scot — 
Her cheerful smiles forbidden or forgot — 
Talks only of his preacher and his kirk, — 
Hears five-hour sermons for his Sunday work, — 
Praying and fasting till his meagre face 
Gains its due length, the genuine sign of grace, — 
An Ayrshire mother in the land of Knox 
Her embryo poet in his cradle rocks ; — 
Nature, long shivering in her dim ecHpse, 
Steals in a sunbeam to those baby lips; 
So to its home her banished smile returns. 
And Scotland sweetens with the song of Bums! 

The morning came; I reached the classic hall; 
A clock-face eyed me, staring from the wall; 
Beneath its hands a printed line I read: 
Youth is life's seed-time: so the clock-face said: 
Some took its counsel, as the sequel showed, — 
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Sowed, — their wild oata, — and reaped as tJiey had 

sowed. 
How all comes back! the upward slanting 

floor, — 
The masters' thrones that flank the central door, — 
The long, outstretching alleys that divide 
The rows of desks that stand on either side, — 
The staring boys, a face to every desk. 
Bright, duU, pale, blooming, common, pictur^igae. 
Grave is the Master's look; bis forehead wears 
Thick rows of wrinkles, prints of worrying cares; 
Uneasy lie the heads of all that rule. 
His most of all whose kingdom is a school. 
Supreme he sits ; before the awful frown 
That bends his brows the boldest eye goes down; 
Kot more submissive Israel heard and s: 
At Sinai's foot the Giver of the Law. 

Less stem he seems, who sits in equal state 
On the twin throne and shares the empire's weight; 
Around his lips the subtle life that plays 
Steals quaintly forth in many a jesting phrase; 
A lightsome nature, not so hard to chafe, 
Pleasant when pleased; rough-handled, not so 

safe; 
Some tingling memories vaguely I recall, 
But to forgive him. God forgive us all I 

One yet remains, whose well-remembered name 
Pleads in my grateful heart its tender claim ; 
His was the charm magnetic, the bright look 
That sheds its sunshine on the dreariest book;) 
A loving soiil to every task he brought 
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That sweetly mingled with the lore he taught; 
Sprung from a saintly race that never could 
From youth to age be anything but good, 
His few brief years in holiest labors spent, 
Earth lost too soon the treasure heaven had lent. 
Kindest of teachers, studious to divine 
Some hint of promise in my earliest line. 
These faint and faltering words thou canst not hear 
Throb from a heart that holds thy memory dear. 

As to the traveller's eye the varied plain 
Shows through the window of the flying train, 
A mingled landscape, rather felt than seen, 
A gravelly bank, a sudden flash of green, 
A tangled wood, a glittering stream that flows 
Through the cleft summit where the cliff once rose, 
All strangely blended in a hurried gleam, 
Eock, wood, waste, meadow, village, hill-side, 

stream, — 
So, as we look behind us, life appears, 
Seen through the vista of our bygone years. 

Yet in the dead past's shadow-filled domain, 
Some vanished shapes the hues of life retain; 
Unbidden, oft, before our dreaming eyes 
From the vague mists in memory's path they rise. 
So comes his blooming image to my view. 
The friend of joyous days when life was new, 
Hope yet untamed, the blood of youth unchilled, 
No blank arrear of promise imfulfilled. 
Life's flower yet hidden in its sheltering fold, 
Its pictured canvas yet to be unrolled. 
His the frank smile I vainly look to greet. 
His the warm grasp my clasping hand should meet; 
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How would onr lips renew their soioal-boy talk, 

Oar feet retrace the old familiar walk '. 

For thee no more earth's cheerful morning shines 

Through the green fringes of the tented pines; 

Ah me ! is heaven so far thou canst not hear, 

Or ia thy viewless spirit hovering near, 

A fair young presence, hright with morning's glow, 

The fresli -cheeked boy of fifty years ago? 

Yes, fifty years, with all their circling suns, 
Behind them all my glance revert«d runs ; 
Where now that time remote, its griefs, its jojrs, 
Where are its gray-haired men, its bright-haired 

boys? 
Where is the patriarch time could hardly tire, — 
The good old, wrinkled, immemorial "squire"? 
(An honest treasurer, like a black-plumed swan, 
Not every day our eyes may look upon.) 
Where the tough champion who, with Calvin's 

sword, 
In wordy conflicts battled for the Lord ? 
Where the grave scholar, lonely, calm, austere. 
Whose voice like music charmed the listening ear, 
Whose light rekindled, like the morning star 
Still shines upon us through the gates ajar? 
Where the still, solemn, weary, sad-eyed man. 
Whose care-worn face my wandering eyes would 

scan, — 
His features wasted in the lingering strife 
With the pale foe that drains the student's life? 
Where my old friend, the scholar, teacher, saint, 
Whose creed, some hinted, showed a speck of taint; 
He broached his own opinion, which is not 
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Lightly to be forgiven or forgot ; 

Some riddle's point, — I scarce remember now, — 

Homoi-, perhaps, where they said homo-ou. 

(If the unlettered greatly wish to know 

Where lies the difference betwixt oi and o, 

Those of the curious who have time may search 

Among the stale conundrums of their church.) 

Beneath his roof his peaceful life I shared, 

And for his modes of faith I little cared, — 

I, taught to judge men's dogmas by their deeds, 

Long ere the days of india-rubber creeds. 

Why should we look one common faith to find, 
Where one in every score is color-blind? 
If here on earth they know not red from green, 
Will they see better into things unseen I 

Once more to time's old graveyard I return 
And scrape the moss from memory's pictured urn. 
Who, in these days when all things go by steam, 
Recalls the stage-coach with its four-horse team? 
Its sturdy driver, — who remembers him ? 
Or the old landlord, saturnine and grim. 
Who left our hill-top for a new abode 
And reared his sign-post farther down the road? 
Still in the waters of the dark Shawshine 
Do the young bathers splash and think they're 

clean? 
Do pilgrims find their way to Indian Ridge, 
Or journey onward to the far-off bridge. 
And bring to younger ears the story back 
Of the broad stream, the mighty Merrimac? 
Are there still truant feet that stray beyond 
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TheBB circling bounds to Pomp'a or Haggett'a 

Pond, 
Or where the legendary name recalls 
The forest's earlier teiiant, — "Deerjump Palls"? 

Yes, every nook these youthful feet explore. 
Just as our sires and grandsirea did of yore; 
So all life's opening paths, where nature led 
Their father's feet, the children's children tread- 
Roll the round century's fivescore years away. 
Call from our storied past that earliest day 
When great Eliphalet (I can see him now, — 
Big name, big frame, big voice, and beetling 

Then young Eliphalet, — ruled the rows of boys 
In homespun gray or old-world corduroys, — 
And save for fashion's whims, the benches show 
The self -same youths, the very boys we know- 
Time works strange marvels : since I trod the green 
And swung the gates, what wonders I have seeni 
But come what will, — the sky itself may fall, — 
As things of course the boy accepts them all. 
The prophet's chariot, drawn by steeds of flame, 
For daily use our traveUing millions claim; 
The face we love a sunbeam makes our own ; 
No more the surgeon hears the sufferer's groan; 
What unwrit histories wrapped in darkness lay 
TlU shovelling Schliemann bared them to the day I 
Your Richelieu says, and says it well, my lord. 
The pen is (sometimes) mightier than the sword ; 
Great is the goosequill, say we all ; Amen I 
Sometimes tlie spade is mightier than the pen; 
It shows where Babel's terraced walls were raised. 



^ 
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The slabs that cracked when Nimrod's palace 

blazed, 
Unearths Mycenae, rediscovers Troy, — 
Calmly he listens, that immortal boy. 
A new Prometheus tips our wands with fire, 
A mightier Orpheus strains the whispering wire. 
Whose Ughtning thrills the lazy winds outrun 
And hold the hours as Joshua stayed the sun, — 
So swift, in truth, we hardly find a place 
For those dim fictions known as time and space. 
Still a new miracle each year supplies, — 
See at his work the chemist of the skies. 
Who questions Sirius in his tortured rays 
And steals the secret of the solar blaze ; 
Hush! while the window-rattling bugles play 
The nation's airs a hundred miles away I 
That wicked phonograph! hark! how it swears I 
Turn it again and make it say its prayers I 
And was it true, then, what the story said 
Of Oxford's friar and his brazen head? 
While wondering Science stands, herself perplexed 
At each day's miracle, and asks "What next? " 
The immortal boy, the coming heir of all. 
Springs from his desk to "urge the flying ball," 
Cleaves with his bending oar the glassy waves, 
With sinewy arm the dashing current braves, 
The same bright creature in these haunts of ours 
That Eton shadowed with her "antique towers." 

Boy! Where is he? the long-limbed youth in- 
quires. 
Whom his rough chin with manly pride inspires; 
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AL, when tlie ruddy elieek no lon^r glows, 
"When tlie bright hair is white as winter snowB, 
When the dim eye has lost its lambent flame. 
Sweet to his ear will be bis school-boy name I 
Nor think the difference migbtj as it seems 
Between life's morning and its evening dreams; 
Fourscore, like twenty, has its tasks and toys; 
In earth's wide school-house all are girls and boys. 



Brothers, forgive my wayward fancy. Who 
Can guess beforehand what his pen will do ? 
Too light my strain for listeners such as these, 
Whom graver thoughts and soberer speech shall 

please. 
Is he not here whose breath of holy song 
Has raised the downcast eyes of Faith so long? 
Are they not here, the strangers in your gates, 
For whom the wearied ear impatient waits, — 
The lai^-brained scholars whom their toils re- 
lease, — 
The bannered heralds of the Prince of Peace? 

Such was the gentle friend whose youth nnblamed 
In years long past our student-benches claimed; 
Whose name, illumined on the sacred page, 
Lives in the labors of his riper age ; 
Such he whose reconl time's destroying march 
Leaves uneffaced on Zion's springing arch: 
Not to the scanty phrase of measured song, 
Cramped in its fetters, names like these helongi 
One ray they lend to gild my slender line, — 
Their praise I leave to sweeter lips than 1 
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Homes of our siresj where Learning's temple 
rose, 
While yet they struggled with their banded foes, 
As in the West thy century's sun descends, 
One parting gleam its dying radiance lends. 
Darker and deeper though the shadows fall 
From the gray towers on Doubting Castle's wall, 
Though Pope and Pagan re-array their hosts, 
And her new armor youthful Science boasts. 
Truth, for whose altar rose this holy shrine. 
Shall fly for refuge to these bowers of thine; 
No past shall chain her with its rusted vow. 
No Jew's phylactery bind her Christian brow. 
But Faith shall smile to find her sister free. 
And nobler manhood draw its life from thee. 

Long as the arching skies above thee spread. 
As on thy groves the dews of heaven are shed. 
With currents widening still from year to year, 
And deepening channels, calm, untroubled, clear, 
Flow the twin streamlets from thy sacred hill — 
Pieria's fount and Siloam's shaded rill I 
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"Bring me my broken harp," he said; 

"We both are wrecks, — but as ye will, 
Though all its ringing tones have fled. 

Their echoes linger roimd it still; 
It had some golden strings, 1 know. 
But that was long — how long ! — ago. 



Sain't rsL dzt "irsaij'iiiinr fmifess bold 
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W e two were worth a thousand men! ** 

And so the broken harp they bring 

)i^ ith pityiug smiles that none eould blame ; 
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Alas ! there 's not a single string 

Of all that filled the tarnished frame! 
But see ! like children overjoyed, 
His fingers rambKng through the void I 

*'I clasp thee ! Ay . . . mine ancient lyre . . . 

Nay, guide my wandering fingers. . . . There I 
They love to dally with the wire 

As Isaac played with Esau's hair. • • • 
Hush! ye shall hear the famous tune 
That Marian called the Breath of June! '' 



And so they softly gather roimd: 

Bapt in his tuneful trance he seems: 
His fingers move: but not a soimd! 
A silence like the song of dreams. • • • 
"There! ye have heard the air," he cries, 
"That brought the tears from Marian's eyes! 



>» 



Ah, smile not at his fond conceit. 
Nor deem his fancy wrought in vain; 

To him the unreal sounds are sweet, — 
No discord mars the silent strain 

Scored on life's latest, starlit page — 

The voiceless melody of age. 

Sweet are the lips of all that sing. 
When Nature's music breathes unsought, 

But never yet could voice or string 
So truly shape our tenderest thought 

As when by life's decaying fire 

Our fingers sweep the stringless lyre I 
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OUR HOME — OUR COXJNTRT 

FOR THE TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY 
OF THE SETTLEMENT OF CAMBRIDGE, MASS., DE- 
CEMBER 28, 1880. 

Your home was mine, — kind Nature's gift ; 

My love no years can chill ; 
In vain their flakes the storm-winds sift, 
The snow-drop hides beneath the drift, 

A Kving blossom still. 

Mute are a hundred long-famed lyres, 
Hushed all their golden strings ; 

One lay the coldest bosom fires, 

One song, one only, never tires 
While sweet-voiced memory sings. 

No spot so lone but echo knows 

That dear familiar strain ; 
In tropic isles, on arctic snows, 
Through burning lips its music flows 

And rings its fond refrain. 

From Pisa's tower my straining sight 

Roamed wandering leagues away, 
When lo I a frigate's banner bright, 
The starry blue, the red, the white. 
In far Livomo's bay. 
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Hot leaps the life-blood from my heart, 

Forth springs the sudden tear ; 
The ship that rocks by yonder mart 
Is of my land, my life, a part, — 

Home, home, sweet home, is here 1 

Fades from my view the simlit scene, — 

My vision spans the waves ; 
I see the elm-encircled green. 
The tower, — the steeple, — and, between, 

The field of ancient graves. 

There runs the path my feet would tread 
When first they learned to stray ; 

There stands the gambrel roof that spread 

Its quaint old angles o'er my head 
When first I saw the day. 

The sounds that met my boyish ear 

My inward sense salute, — 
The woodnotes wild I loved to hear, — 
The robin's challenge, sharp and clear, — 

The breath of evening's flute. 

The faces loved from cradle days, — 

Unseen, alas, how long I 
As fond remembrance round them plays. 
Touched with its softening moonlight rays, 

Through fancy's portal throng. 

And see I as if the opening skies 
Some angel form had spared 
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Us wingless mortals to surprise, 
The little maid with light-blue eyes, 
White necked and golden haired I 



So rose the picture full in view 

I paint in feebler song ; 
Such power the seamless banner knew 
Of red and white and starry blue 

For exiles banished long. 

Oh, boys, dear boys, who wait as men 

To guard its heaven-bright folds, 
Blest are the eyes that see again 
That banner, seamless now, as then,—* 
The fairest earth beholds ! 

Sweet was the Tuscan air and soft 

In that unfading hour, 
And fancy leads my footsteps oft 
Up the round galleries, high aloft 

On Pisa's threatening tower. 

And still in Memory's holiest shrine 

I read with pride and joy, 
" For me those stars of empire shine ; 
That empire's dearest home is mine ; 

I am a Cambridge boy 1 " 
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POEM 

AT THE CENTENNIAL ANNIVERSARY DINNER OP THE 
MASSACHUSETTS MEDICAL SOCIETY, JUNE 8, 1881 

Three paths there be where Learning's favored 

sons, 
Trained in the schools which hold her favored 

ones. 
Follow their several stars with separate aim ; 
Each has its honors, each its special claim. 
Bred in the fruitful cradle of the East, 
First, as of oldest lineage, comes the Priest ; 
The Lawyer next, in wordy conflict strong, 
Full armed to battle for the right, — or wrong ; 
Last, he whose calling finds its voice in deeds, 
Frail Nature's helper in her sharpest needs. 

Each has his gifts, his losses and his gains, 
Each his own shfre ^f pleasures and of ^ains ; 
No life-long aim with steadfast eye pursued 
Finds a smooth pathway all with roses strewed ; 
Trouble belongs to man of woman bom, — 
Tread where he may, his foot will find its thorn. 

Of all the guests at life's perennial feast, 
Who of her children sits above the Priest ? 
For him the broidered robe, the carven seat, 
Pride at his beck, and beauty at his feet, 
For him the incense fumes, the wine is poured, 
Himself a God, adoring and adored ! 
His the first welcome when our hearts rejoice, 
His in our dying ear the latest voice, 
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Font, altar, grave, liia steps on all attend. 

Our staff, onr stay, our all but heavenly friend ! 

Where is the meddling hand that dares to prol)e 
The secret grief beneath his sable robe ? 
How grave his port ! how every gesture tells 
Here truth abides, here peace forever dwells ; 
Vex not his lofty soul with comments vain ; 
Faith asks no qnestiona ; silence, ye profane ! 

Alas ! too oft while all is calm without 
The stormy spirit wars with endless doubt ; 
This is the mocking spectre, scarce concealed 
Behind tradition's bruised and battered shield. 
He sees the sleepless critic, age by age, 
Scrawl his new readings on the hallowed page. 
The wondrous deeds that priests and prophets saw 
Dissolved in legend, crystallized in law, 
And on the soil where saints and martyrs trod 
Altars new builded to the Unknown God ; 
His shrines imperilled, his evangels torn, — 
He dares not limp, hut ah \ how sharp Ins thorn I 

Yet while God's herald questions as he i-eads 
The outworn dogmas of his ancient creeds, 
Drops from his ritnal the exploded verse. 
Blots from its page the Athanasian curse. 
Though by the critic's dangerous art perplexed. 
His holy life is Heaven's unquestioned text ; 
That shining guidance doubt can never mar, — 
The pillar's flame, the light of Bethlehem's star I 

Strong is the moral blister that will draw 
Laid on the conscience of the Man of Law 
Whom blindfold Justice lends her eyes to see 
Truth in the scale that holds his promised fee. 
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What ! Has not every Ke its truthful side, 
Its honest fraction, not to be denied ? 
Per contra^ — ask the moralist, — in sooth 
Has not a Ue its share in every truth ? 
Then what forbids an honest man to try- 
To find the truth that lurks in every lie, 
And just as fairly call on truth to yield 
The lying fraction in its breast concealed ? 
So the worst rogue shall claim a ready friend 
His modest virtues boldly to defend. 
And he who shows the record of a saint 
See himself blacker than the devil could paint. 

What struggles to his captive soul belong 
Who loves the right, yet combats for the wrong, 
Who fights the battle he would fain refuse. 
And wins, well knowing that he ought to lose, 
Who speaks with glowing lips and look sincere 
In spangled words that make the worse appear 
The better reason ; who, behind his mask, 
Hides his true self and blushes at his task, — 
What quips, what quillets cheat the inward scorn 
Tliat mocks such triumph ? Has he not his thorn ? 

Yet stay thy judgment ; were thy life the prize. 
Thy death the forfeit, would thy cynic eyes 
See fault in him who bravely dares defend 
The cause forlorn, the wretch without a friend ? 
Nay, though the rightful side is wisdom's choice. 
Wrong has its rights and claims a champion's voice ; 
Let the strong arm be lifted for the weak. 
For the dumb lips the fluent pleader speak ; — 
When with warm " rebel " blood our street was dyed 
Who took, unawed, the hated hirelings' side ? 
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No greener civic wreath can Adams claim, 
No brighter page the youthful Quincy's name I 

How blest is he who knows no meaner strife 
Than Art's long battle with the foes of Uf e I 
No doubt assails him, doing still his best, 
And trusting kindly Nature for the rest ; 
No mocking conscience tears the thin disguise 
That wraps his breast, and tells him that he hes. 
He comes : the languid sufferer lifts his head 
And smiles a welcome from his weary bed ; 
He speaks : what music like the tones that tell, 
" Past is the hour of danger, — all is well ! " 
How can he feel the petty stings of grief 
Whose cheering presence always brings relief ? 
What ugly dreams can trouble his repose 
Who yields himself to soothe another's woes ? 

Hour after hour the busy day has found 
The good physician on his lonely round ; 
Mansion and hovel, low and lofty door, 
He knows, his journeys every path explore, — 
Where the cold blast has struck with deadly chill 
The sturdy dweller on the storm-swept hill, 
Wliere by the stagnant marsh the sickening gale 
Has blanched the poisoned tenants of the vale, 
Where crushed and maimed the bleeding victim lies, 
Where madness raves, where melancholy sighs, 
And where the solemn whisper tells too pla,in 
That all his science, all his art, were vain. 

How sweet his fireside when the day is done 
And cares have vanished with the setting sun I 
Evening at last its hour of respite brings 
And on his couch his weary length he flings. 
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Soft be thy pillow, servant of mankind, 
Lulled by an opiate Art could never find ; 
Sweet be thy slumber, — thou hast earned it well, — 
Pleasant thy dreams I Clang I goes the midnight 
beU! 

Darkness and storm ! the home is far away 
That waits his coming ere ihe break of day f 
The snow^lad pines fheir wintry plumage toss, - 
Doubtful the frozen stream his road must cross ; 
Deep lie the drifts, the slanted heaps have shut 
The hardy woodman in his mountain hut, — 
Why should thy softer frame the tempest brave ? 
Hast thou no life, no health, to lose or save ? 
Look! read the answer in his patient eyes, — 
For him no other voice when suffering cries ; 
Deaf to the gale that all around him blows, 
A feeble whisper calls him, — and he goes. 

Or seek the crowded city, — simmier's heat 
Glares burning, blinding, in the narrow street, 
Still, noisome, deadly, sleeps the envenomed air. 
Unstirred the yellow flag that says " Beware ! " 
Tempt not thy fate, — one little moment's breath 
Bears on its viewless wing the seeds of death ; 
Thou at whose door the gilded chariots stand. 
Whose dear-bought skill unclasps the miser's hand, 
Turn from thy fatal quest, nor cast away 
That life so precious ; let a meaner prey 
Feed the destroyer's hunger ; live to bless 
Those happier homes that need thy care no lessl 

Smiling he listens ; has he then a charm 
Whose magic virtues peril can disarm ? 
No safeguard his ; no amulet he wears. 
Too well he knows that Nature never spares 
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Her truest servant, powerless to defend 
From her own we;ipons her unshrinking friend. 
He dares the fate the bravest well might shim, 
Nor aaks reward save only Heaven's " Well done 1 " 

Such are the toil's, the perils that he knows, 
Days without rest and nights without repose, 
Yet all unheeded for the love he bears 
His art, his kind, whose evei-y giief he shares. 

Hardei' than these to know how small the part 
Nature's proud empire yields to striving Art ; 
How, as the tide that rolls around the sphere 
Laughs at the mounds that delving arms uprear, — 
Spares some few roods of oozy earth, hut still 
Wasttts and rebuilds the planet at its will. 
Comes at its ordered season, night or noon, 
lied by the silver magnet of the moon, — 
So life's vast tide forever comes and goes. 
Unchecked, resistless, as it ebbs and flows. 

Hardest of all, when Art lias done her best, 
To find the cuckoo brooding in her neat ; 
The shrewd adventurer, fresh from parts unkno^m. 
Kills off the patients Science thought her own; 
Towns from a nostrum-vender get their name. 
Fences and walls the cure-all drug proclaim. 
Plasters and pads the willing world beguile, 
Fair Lydia greets us with astringent smile, 
Munchausen's fellow-countryman unlocks 
His new Pandora's globule-holding box. 
And as King George inquired, with puzzled giiii) 
*' How — how the devil get the apple in ? " 
So we ask how, — with wonder-opening eyes, — 
Such pygmy pills can hold such giant lies 1 
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Yes, sharp the trials, stem the daily tasks 
That suffering Nature from her servant asks; 
His the kind office dainty menials scorn. 
His path how hard, — at every step a thorn I 
What does his saddening, restless slavery buy? 
What save a right to live, a chance to die, — 
To live companion of disease and pain, 
To die by poisoned shafts untimely slain? 

Answer from hoary eld, majestic shades, — 
From Memphian courts, from Delphic colonnades. 
Speak in the tones that Persia's despot heard 
When nations treasured every golden word 
The wandering echoes wafted o'er the seas, 
From the far isle that held Hippocrates ; 
And thou, best gift that Pergamus could send 
Imperial Rome, her noblest Caesar's friend, 
Master of masters, whose unchallenged sway 
Not bold Vesalius dared to disobey ; 
Ye who while prophets dreamed of dawning times 
Taught your rude lessons in Salerno's rhymes. 
And ye, the nearer sires, to whom we owe 
The better share of all the best we know. 
In every land an ever-growing train, 
Since wakening Science broke her rusted chain, — 
Speak from the past, and say what prize was sent 
To crown the toiling years so freely spent ! 

List while they speak : 

In life's uneven road 
Our willing hands have eased our brothers' load ; 
One forehead smoothed, one pang of torture less, 
One peaceful hour a sufferer's couch to bless. 
The smile brought back to fever's parching lips, 
The light restored to reason in eclipse, 
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Life's treasure rescued like a burning brand 
Snatched from the dread destroyer's wasteful haad 
Such were our simple records day by day, 
For gams like these we wore our lives away. 
In toilsome paths our daily bread we sought, 
But bread from heaven attending angels brought ; 
Pain was our tea<:her, speaking to the heart, 
Mother of pity, nurse of pitying art ; 
Our lesson learned, we reached the peaceful shore 
Where the pale sufferer asks our aid no more, — 
These gi-aeious words our welcome, our reward ; 
Ye served your brothers; ye have served your 
Lord I 



RHYMES OF A LIFE-TIME 

Feom the first gleam of morning to the gray 

Of peaceful evening, lo, a life imroUed ! 

In woven pictures all its changes told, 
Its lights, its shadows, every flitting ray. 
Till the long curtain, falling, dims the day, 

Steals from the dial's disk the sunlight's gold. 

And all the graven hours grow dark and cold 
Where late the glowing blaze of noontide lay. 
Ah 1 the warm blood runs wild in youthful veins, — 

Let me no longer play with painted fire ; 

New songs for new-bom days ! I would not tire 
The listening ears that wait for fresher strains 
In phrase new-moulded, new-forged rhythmio 
chains. 

With plaintive measures from a worn-out Ijtc. 

AaguBt 2, 1S31. 
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AT MY FIRESIDE 

Alone, beneath the darkened sky, 

With saddened heart and unstrung lyre, 
I heap the spoils of years gone by. 
And leave them with a long-drawn sigh, 
Like drift-wood brands that glimmering lie, 
Before the ashes hide the fire. 



Let not these slow declining days 
The rosy light of dawn outlast; 
Still roimd my lonely hearth it plays. 
And gilds the east with borrowed rays, 
While memory's mirrored sunset blaze 
Flames on the windows of the past. 

March 1, 1888. 

AT THE SATURDAY CLUB 

This is our place of meeting; opposite 
That towered and pillared building: look at it; 
King^s Chapel in the Second George's day, 
Rebellion stole its regal name away, — 
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Stone Chapel sounded better ; but at laat 
The poiaoned name of our provincial past 
Had lost its ancient venom ; then once mora 
Stone Chapel was King's Chapel as before. 
(So let rechristened North Street, when it can, 
Bring back the days of Marlborough and Queen 
Anne !) 
Next the old church your wandering eye will 

A granite pile that stares upon the street — 
Our civic temple ; slanderous tongues have said 
Its shape was modelled from St. Botolph's head, 
Lofty, but narrow; Jealous passers-by 
Say Boston always held her head too high. 

Turn half-way round, and let your look survey 
The white facade that gleams across the way, — 
The many -windowed building, taU and wide. 
The palaee-inn that shows its northern side 
In grateful shadow when the sunbeams beat 
The granite wall in summer's scorching heat. 
This is the place; whether its name you spell 
Tavern, or caravansera, or hotel. 
Would I could steal its echoes ! you should find 
Such store of vanished pleasures brought to mind : 
Such feasts 1 the lauglis of many a jocund hour 
That shook the mortar from King George's tower; 
Such guests! What famous names its record 



Whose owners wander in the mob of ghosts 1 
Such stories I Every beam and plank is filled 
With juicy wit the joyous talkers spilled. 
Ready to ooze, as once the mountain pine 
The floors arc laid with oozed its turpentinel 
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A month had flitted since The Club had met; 
The day came round ; I f oimd the table set, 
The waiters lounging round the marble stairs, 
Empty as yet the double row of chairs. 
I was a full half hour before the rest, 
Alone, the banquet-chamber's single guest. 
So from the table's side a chair I took, 
And having neither company nor book 
To keep me waking, by degrees there crept 
A torpor over me, — in short, I slept. 

Loosed from its chain, along the wreck-strown 
track 
Of the dead years my soul goes travelling back; 
My ghosts take on their robes of flesh; it seems 
Dreaming is life ; nay, life less life than dreams. 
So real are the shapes that meet my eyes. 
They bring no sense of wonder, no surprise, 
No hint of other than an earth-bom source ; 
All seems plain daylight, everything of course. 

How dim the colors are, how poor and faint 
This palette of weak words with which I paint I 
Here sit my friends ; if I could fix them so 
As to my eyes they seem, my page would glow 
Like a queen's missal, warm as if the brush 
Of Titian or Velasquez brought the flush 
Of life into their features. Ay de mi 1 
If syllables were pigments, you should see 
Such breathing portraitures as never man 
Found in the Pitti or the Vatican. 

Here sits our Poet, Laureate, if you will. 
Long has he worn the wreath, and wears it still. 
Dead? Nay, not so; and yet ihey say his bust 
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Lookd down on marbles covering royal dost, 
£iDgs by tlie Grace of God, or Nature's grace; 
Dead ! Xo ! Alive ! I see bim in bis place, 
Full-featured, with the bloom that heaven denies 
Her children, pinched by cold New England skies. 
Too often, whUe the nnrsery's happier few 
Win from a stumner cloud its roseate hue. 
Kind, soft-voiced, gentle, in his eye there shines 
The ray serene that filled Evangeline's. 

Modest he seems, not shv; content to wait 
Anud the noisy clamor of debate 
The looked-for moment when a peaceful word 
Smooths the rough ripples louder tongues have 

stirred, 
In every tone I mark his tender grace 
And all his poems hinted in his face ; 
What tranquil joy his friendly presence gives I 
How could I think him dead? He livesl H« 
lives! 



There, at the table's further end I see 
In his old place our Poet's vis-a-vis. 
The great Professor, strong, broad-sboiddered, 

square. 
In life's rich noontide, joyous, debonair. 
His social hour no leaden care alloys. 
His laugh rings loud and mirthful as a boy's, — 
That lusty laugh the Puritan forgot, — 
What ear has heard it and remembers not? 
How often, halting at some wide crevasse 
Aniid the windings of his Alpine pass. 
High up the cliffs, the climbing moimt^neer. 
Listening the far-off avalanche to hear. 
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Silent, and leaning on his steel-shod staff, 
Has heard that cheery voice, that ringing laugh, 
From the rude cabin whose nomadic walls 
Creep with the moving glacier as it crawls! 

How does vast Nature lead her living train 
In ordered sequence through that spacious brain, 
As in the primal hour when Adam named 
The new-bom tribes that yoimg creation claimed ! — 
How will her realm be darkened, losing thee, 
Her darling, whom we call our Agassiz! 

But who is he whose massive frame belies 
The maiden shyness of his downcast eyes? 
Who broods in silence till, by questions pressed, 
Some answer struggles from his laboring breast? 
An artist Nature meant to dwell apart, 
Locked in his studio with a human heart. 
Tracking its cavemed passions to their lair, 
And all its throbbing mysteries laying bare. 

Count it no marvel that he broods alone 
Over the heart he studies, — 't is his own; 
So in his page, whatever shape it wear. 
The Essex wizard's shadowed self is there, — 
The great Romancer, hid beneath his veil 
Like the stem preacher of his sombre tale; 
Virile m strength, yet bashful as a girl. 
Prouder than Hester, sensitive as Pearl. 

From his mild throng of worshippers released, 
Our Concord Delphi sends its chosen priest, 
Prophet or poet, mystic, sage, or seer. 
By every title always welcome here. 
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Why that ethereal spirit's frame describe? 
You know the race-marks of the Brahmin tribe, — ■ 
The spai-e, slight foim, the sloping shoulders' droop. 
The calm, scholastic mien, the clerkly stoop. 
The lines of thought the sharpened features wear. 
Carved by the edge of keen New England air. 
List! for he speaks! As when a king would 



The jewels for his bride, he might refuse 
This diamond for its flaw, — find that less bright 
Than those, its fellows, and a pearl less white 
Than fits her snowy neck, and yet at last, 
The fairest gems are chosen, and made fast 
In golden fetters; so, with light delays 
He seeks the fittest word to fill his phrase ; 
Nor vain nor idle his fastidious quest, 
His chosen word is sure to prove the best. 

Where in the realm of thought, whose air is song. 
Does he, the Buddlia of the West, belong? 
He seems a winged Franklin, sweetly v 
Bom to unlock the secrets of the skies ; 
And which the nobler calling, — if 't is fair 
Terrestrial with celestial to compare, — 
To guide the storm-cloud's elemental flame. 
Or walk the chambers whence the lightning came. 
Amidst the sources of its suhtile fire, 
And steal their efduence for his lips and lyre? 

If lost at times in vague aerial flights. 
None treads with firmer footstep when he lights; 
A soaring nature, ballasted with sense, 
Wisdom without her wrinkles or pretence. 
In every Bible he has faith to road. 
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And every altar helps to shape his creed. 
Ask you what name this prisoned spirit bears 
While with ourselves this fleeting breath it shares? 
Till angels greet him with a sweeter one 
In heaven, on earth we call him Em£BSON. 

I start; I wake; the vision is withdrawn; 
Its figures fading like the stars at dawn ; 
Crossed from the roll of life their cherished names, 
And memory's pictures fading in their frames; 
Yet life is lovelier for these transient gleams 
Of buried friendships; blest is he who dreams I 

OUR DEAD SINGER 

H. W. L. 

Pbide of the sister realm so long our own, 
We claim with her that spotless fame of thine, 
White as her snow and fragrant as her pine 1 

Ours was thy birthplace, but in every zone 

Some wreath of song thy liberal hand has thrown 
Breathes perfume from its blossoms, that en- 
twine 
Where'er the dewdrops fall, the sunbeams shine. 

On life's long path with tangled cares o'ergrown. 

Can Art thy truthful counterfeit command, — 
The silver-haloed features, tranquil, mild, — 
Soften the lips of bronze as when they smiled, 

Give warmth and pressure to the marble hand? 

Seek the lost rainbow in the sky it spanned I 
Farewell, sweet Singer 1 Heaven reclaims its 
child. 
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Carved from the block or cast in clinging moiiU, 
Will grateful Memory fondly tiy her best 
The mortal Testnre from decay to wrest; 

His look shall greet ns, calm, but ah, how cold! 

No breath can stir the brazen drapery *s fold, 
Xo throb can heave the statue's stony breast; 
^He is not here, but risen," will stand oonfest 

In all we miss, in all our eyes behold. 

How Nature loved him ! On his placid brow, 
Thought^s ample dome, she set the sacred sign 
That marks the priesthood of her holiest shriney 

Nor asked a leaflet from the laureFs bough 

That envious Time might clutch or disaDow, 
To prove her chosen minstrel^s song divine. 

On many a saddened hearth the evening fire 

Bums paler as the children's hour diawB 

near, — 
That joyous hour his song made doubly dear, — 

And tender memories touch the faltering choir. 

He sings no more on earth; our vain desire 
Aches for the voice we loved so long to hear 
In Dorian flnte-notes breathing soft and clear, — 

The sweet contralto that could never tire. 

Deafened with listening to a harsher strain. 

The Maenad*s screanu the stark barbarian's cry. 
Still for those soothing, loving tones we si^ ; 

Oh. for our vanished Orpheus once again ! 

The shadowv silence hears us call in vain ! 
His lips are hushed; his song shall never die. 
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TWO POEMS TO HARRIET BEECHER 

STOWE 

ON HEB SEVENTIETH BIRTHDAY, JUNE 14, 1882 
I. AT THE SUMMIT 

SiSTEB, we bid you welcome, — we who stand 

On the high table-land; 
We who have climbed life's slippery Alpine slope, 
And rest, still leaning on the staff of hope, 
Looking along the silent Mer de Glace, 
Leading our footsteps where the dark crevasse 
Yawns in the frozen sea we all must pass, — 

Sister, we clasp your hand I 

Best with us in the hour that Heaven has lent 

Before the swift descent. 
Look! the warm sunbeams kiss the glittering ice; 
See I next the snow-drift blooms the edelweiss; 
The mated eagles fan the frosty air; 
Life, beauty, love, aroimd us everywhere. 
And, in their time, the darkening hours that bear 

Sweet memories, peace, content. 

Thrice welcome I shining names our missals show 

Amid their rubrics' glow, 
But search the blazoned record's starry line. 
What halo's radiance fills the page like thine? 
Thou who by some celestial clue couldst find 
The way to all the hearts of all mankind, 
On thee, already canonized, enshrined. 

What more can Heaven bestow I 
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n. THE WOELD S HOMAGE 
If every tongue that speaks her praise 
For whom I shape my tinkling phrase 

Were aranmcmed to the table, 
The vocal lihorus that would meet 
Of mingling accents harsh or sweet, 
From every land and tribe, would beat 

The polyglots at Babel. 

Briton and Frenchman, Swede and Dane, 
Turk, Spaniard, Tartar of Ukraine, 

Hidalgo, Cossack, Cadi, 
High Dutchman and Low Dutchman, too, 
The Kussian serf, the Polish Jew, 
Arab, Armenian, and Mantchoo, 

Would shout, "We know the lady!" 

Enow her I Who knows not Uncle Tom 
And her he learned his gospel from 

Has never heard of Moses ; 
Full weU the brave black hand we know 
That gave to freedom's grasp the hoe 
That killed the weed that used to grow 

Among the Southern roses. 

When Archimedes, long ago, 

Spoke out so grandly, " dos pou sto — 

Give me a place to stand on, 
I '11 move yom" planet for you, now," — 
He little dreamed or fancied how 
The sto at last should find its pou 

For woman's faith to land on. 




..if 
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Her lever was the wand of art, 
Her fulcrum was the human heart, 

Whence all unfailing aid is ; 
She moved the earth ! Its thunders pealed. 
Its moimtains shook, its temples reeled. 
The blood-red fountains were unsealed, 

And Moloch sunk to Hades. 

All through the conflict, up and down 
Marched Uncle Tom and Old John Brown, 

One ghost, one form ideal; 
And which was false and which was true, 
And which was mightier of the two, 
The wisest sibyl never knew, 

For both alike were real. 

Sister, the holy maid does well 

Who counts her beads in convent cell. 

Where pale devotion lingers; 
But she who serves the sufferer's needs. 
Whose prayers are spelt in loving deeds. 
May trust the Lord wiU count her beads 

As weU as human fingers. 

When Truth herself was Slavery's slave, 
Thy hand the prisoned suppliant gave 

The rainbow wings of fiction. 
And Truth who soared descends to-day 
Bearing an angel's wreath away. 
Its lilies at thy feet to lay 

With Heaven's own benediction. 
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A WELCOJIE TO DE. BENJAMIN APTHORP 
GOULD 



J HIS BErrUBN FBOM SOUTH AMEBIC 



Bead at the Burner given at the Hotel Vendome, May 6, 1SS5. 

Once more Orion and the sister Seven 

Look on thee from the skies that hailed thy 
birth, — 
How shall we welcome thee, whose home was 
heaven, 
From thy celestial wanderings ha^k to earth? 

Science has kept her midnight taper burning 
To greet thy coming with its vestal flame; 
Friendship has murmured, " When art thou return- 
ing?" 
"Not yet! Not yetl" the answering message 



Thine was unstinted zeal, unchilled devotion. 
While the blue realm had kingdoms to ex- 
plore, — 
Patience, like his who plonghed the unfurrowed 
ocean, 
Till o'er its margin loomed San Salvador. 

Through the long nights I see thee ever waking, 
Ihj footstool earth, thy roof the hemisphere, 
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While with thy griefs our weaker hearts are aching, 
Firm as thine eqnatorial's rock-based pier. 

The souls that voyaged the azure depths before thee 
Watch with thy tireless vigils, all unseen, — 

Tycho and Kepler bend benignant o'er thee, 
And with his toy-like tube the Florentine, — 

He at whose word the orb that bore him shivered 
To find her central sovereignty disowned. 

While the wan lips of priest and pontiff quivered, 
Their jargon stilled, their Baal disenthroned. 

Flamsteed and Newton look with brows unclouded, 
Their strife forgotten with its faded scars, — 

(Titans, who foimd the world of space too crowded 
To walk in peace among its myriad stars.) 

All cluster round thee, — seers of earliest ages, 
Persians, lonians, Mizraim's learned kings, 

From the dim days of Shinar's hoary sa&:es 
To his who wexW aie planet's fluid rings. 

And we, for whom the northern heavens are lighted, 
For whom the storm has passed, the sun has 
smiled, 

Our clouds all scattered, all our stars united, 
We claim thee, clasp thee, like a long-lost child. 

Fresh from the spangled vault's o'er-arching splen- 
dor, 
Thy lonely pillar, thy revolving dome, 
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In heartfelt acMnts, proud, rejoicing, tender, 
We bid tliee welcome to thine earthly home! 



TO FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE 

AT A niNNXR GIVEN BIM ON HIS BIGBTIBTH BIBTH- 
DAY, DECEMBER Vi, 18S6 

With a bronze atatuetts of John of Bologna's Metcn^, 
preBentod by a few frieuda. 

Fit emblem for the altar's side, 
And hiia who serves itn daily need, 

The stay, the solace, and the giude 
Of mortal men, whate'er hia creedl 

Flamen or Auspex, Priest or Bonze, 
He feeds the upward-climbiug fii-e, 

Still teaching, like the deathless bronze, 
Man's noblest lesson, — to aspire. 

Hermes lies prone by fallen Jove, 

Crushed are the wheels of Krishna's car, 
And o'er Dodona's silent grove 

Streams the white ray from Bethlehem's star- 
Yet snatched from Time's relentless clat«b, 

A godlike shape, that human hands 
Have fired with Art's electric touch, 

The herald of Olympus stands. 

Ask not what ore the furnace knew; 
Love mingled with the flowing mass. 
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And lends its own unchanging hue, 
Like gold in Corinth's molten brass. 

Take then our gift; this airy form 
Whose bronze our benedictions gild. 

The hearts of all its givers warm 

With love by freezing years imchilled. 

With eye imdimmed, with strength unworn, 
Still toiling in your Master's field. 

Before you wave the growths imshom. 
Their ripened harvest yet to yield. 

True servant of the Heavenly Sire, 
To you our tried affection clings, 

Bids you still labor, still aspire, 

But clasps your feet and steals their wings. 



TO JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 

This is your month, the month of "perfect days,'* 
Birds in full song and blossoms all ablaze. 
Nature herself your earliest welcome breathes. 
Spreads every leaflet, every bower inwreathes; 
Carpets her paths for your returning feet. 
Puts forth her best your coming steps to greet; 
And Heaven must surely find the earth in tune 
When Home, sweet Home, exhales the breath of 
June. 
These blessed days are waning all too fast. 
And June's bright visions mingling with the past; 
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Lilacs have bloomed and faded, and the rose 
Has dropped its petals, but the clover blows, 
And fills its slender tubes with honeyed sweets ; 
The fields are pearled with milk-white margarites; 
The dandelion, which you sang of old, 
Has lost its pride of place, its crown of gold, 
But stiU displays its feathery-mantled globe, 
Which children's breath, or wandering winds un- 
robe. 
These were your humble friends; your opened eyes 
Nature had trained her common gifts to prize; 
Not Cam nor Isis taught you to despise 
Charles, with his muddy margin and the liarsh, 
Plebeian grasses of the reeking marsh. 
New England's home-bred scholar, well you knew 
Her soil, her speech, her people, through and 

through, 
And loved them ever with the love that holds 
All sweet, fond memories in its fragrant folds. 
Though far and wide your winged words have 

Your daily presence kept you all our own. 
Till, with a sorrowing sigh, a thi-ill of pride. 
We heard your summons, and you left our side 
For larger duties and for tasks untried. 

How pleased the Spaniards for a while to cLum 
This frajik Hidalgo with the liquid name. 
Who stored their classics on his crowded shelves 
And loved their Calderon as they did themselves I 
Before his eyes what changing pageants pass! 
The bridal feast how near the funeral mass I 
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The death-stroke falls, — the Misereres wail; 
The joy-bells ring, — the tear-stained cheeks unveil. 
While, as the playwright shifts his pictured scene, 
The royal mourner crowns his second queen. 

From Spain to Britain is a goodly stride, — 
Madrid and London long-stretched leagues divide. 
What if I send him, "Uncle S., says he," 
To my good cousin whom he calls "J. B."? 
A nation's servants go where they are sent, — 
He heard his Uncle's orders, and he went. 

By what enchantments, what alluring arts. 
Our truthful James led captive British hearts, — 
Whether his shrewdness made their statesmen halt. 
Or if his learning foimd their Dons at fault, 
Or if his virtue was a strange surprise, 
Or if his wit flung star-dust in their eyes, — 
Like honest Yankees we can simply guess; 
But that he did it all must needs confess. 
England herself without a blush may claim 
Her only conqueror since the Norman came. 

Eight years an exile! What a weary while 
Since first our herald sought the mother isle! 
His snow-white flag no churKsh wrong has soiled, — 
He left imchallenged, he returns imspoiled. 

Here let us keep him, here he saw the light, — 
His genius, wisdom, wit, are ours by right; 
And if we lose him our lament will be 
We have "five hundred" — riot "as good as he.** 
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TO JOHN GEEENLEAF WHITTIER 

on HIS EIQUTIETU BIBIHDAY 
1887 

Feiend, whom thy fourscore winters leave n 

dear 

Than when life's roseate summer on thy cheek 
Burned in the flush of manhood's manliest year, 
Lonely, how lonely ! is the snowy peak 
Thy feet have reached, and mine have climhed bo 

Close on thy footsteps 'mid the landscape drear 
I stretch my hand thine answering grasp to seek. 
Warm with the love no ripplinf^ rhymes can speak! 
Look backward ! From thy lofty height survey 
Thy years of toil, of peaceful victories won. 
Of dreams made real, largest hopes outrun! 
Look forward I Brighter than earth's morning ray 
Streams the pure light of Heaven's unsetting sun. 
The imclouded dawn of life's immortal day I 



PRELUDE TO A VOLUME PRINTED US 
RAISED LETTERS FOE THE BLIND 

Deab friends, left darkling in the long eclipse 
That veils the noonday, — you whose finger-tips 
A meaning in these ridgy leaves can find 
Where ours go stumbling, senseless, helpless, blind. 
This wreath of verse how dare I offer you 
To whom the garden's choicest gifts are due? 
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The hues of all its glowing beds are ours, 

Shall you not claim its sweetest-smelling flowers? 

Nay, those I have I bring you, — at their birth 
Life's cheerful sunshine warmed the grateful earth; 
If my rash boyhood dropped some idle seeds. 
And here and there you light on saucy weeds 
Among the fairer growths, remember stiU 
Song comes of grace, and not of human will: 
We get a jarring note when most we try. 
Then strike the chord we know not how or why; 
Our stately verse with too aspiring art 
Oft overshoots and fails to reach the heart. 
While the rude rhyme one human throb endears 
Turns grief to smiles, and softens mirth to tears. 
Kindest of critics, ye whose fingers read. 
From Nature's lesson learn the poet's creed; 
The queenly tulip flaimts in robes of flame. 
The wayside seedling scarce a tint may claim, 
Yet may the lowliest leaflets that unfold 
A dewdrop fresh from heaven's own chalice hold. 



BOSTON TO FLORENCE 

Sent to "The Philological Circle" of Florence for its 
meeting in commemoration of Dante, Januaiy 27, 1881, 
the anniversary of his first condenmation. 

Pboud of her clustering spires, her new-built 
towers. 
Our Venice, stolen from the slumbering sea, 
A sister's kindliest greeting wafts to thee, 

Bose of Yal d' Amo, queen of all its flowers I 
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Thine exfle's shrine thy sorrowing love embowers, 
Yet none with truer homage bends the knee, 
Or stronger pledge of f ealiy brings, than we. 

Whose poets make thy dead Immortal ours. 

Lonely the height, but ah, to heaven how near I 
Dante, whence flowed that solenm verse of thine 
Like the stem river from its Apennine 

Whose name the far-off Scythian thrilled with fear : 

Now to all lands thy deep-toned voice is dear. 
And every language knows the Song Divinel 



AT THE UNITARIAN FESTIVAL 

MABCH 8, 1882 

The waves unbuild the wasting shore; 

Where mountains towered the billows sweep, 
Yet still their borrowed spoils restore, 

And build new empires from the deep. 
So while the floods of thought lay waste 

The proud domain of priestly creeds, 
Its heaven-appointed tides will haste 

To plant new homes for human needs. 
Be ours to mark with hearts unchilled 

The change an outworn church deplores; 
The legend sinks, but Faith shall build 

A fairer throne on new-found shores. 
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POEM 

FOB THE TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTIETH ANNIVEBSABT 
OF THE FOUNDINa OF HABVABD COLLEGE 

Twice had the mellowing sun of autumn crowned 
The hundredth circle of his yearly roimd, 
When, as we meet to-day, our fathers met: 
That joyous gathering who can e'er forget. 
When Harvard's nurslings, scattered far and wide. 
Through mart and village, lake's and ocean's side, 
Came, with one impulse, one fraternal throng. 
And crowned the hours with banquet, speech, and 
song? 

Once more revived in fancy's magic glass, 
I see in state the long procession pass : 
Tall, courtly, leader as by right divine, 
Winthrop, our Winthrop, rules the marshalled 

line. 
Still seen in front, as on that far-oiS day 
His ribboned baton showed the column's way. 
Not all are gone who marched in manly pride 
And waved their truncheons at their leader's side; 
Gray, Lowell, Dixwell, who his empire shared. 
These to be with us envious Time has spared. 

Few are the faces, so familiar then. 
Our eyes still meet amid the haunts of men; 
Scarce one of all the living gathered there. 
Whose unthinned locks betrayed a silver hair, 
Greets us to-day, and yet we seem the same 
As our own sires and grandsires, save in name. 
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There are tlie patriarchs, looking vaguely round 
For claaamatea' faces, hardly known if found; 
See the cold brow that rules the busy mart; 
Close at its side the pallid sou of art, 
Whose purchased skill with borrowed Tueaiiiiig 

clothes, 
And stolen hues, the smirking face he loathes. 
Here is the patient scholar ; iu bis looks 
You read the titles of his learned books; 
What classic lore those spideiy crow's-feet speak 1 
What problems figure on that wrinkled cheek 1 
For never thought but left its stiffened trace, 
Its fossil footprint, on the plastic face, 
As the swift record of a raindrop stands, 
Fixed on the tablet of the hardening sands. 
On every face as on the written page 
Each year renews the autograph of age ; 
One trait alone may wasting years defy, — 
The fire still lingering in the poet's eye, 
While Hope, the siren, sings her sweetest strain, —• 
Non omnis moriar is its proud refrain. 

Sadly we gaze upon the vacant chair; 
He who should claim its honors is not there, — 
Otis, whose lips the listening crowd enthrall 
That press and pack the floor of Boston's hall. 
But Kirkland smiles, released from toil and c 
Since the silk mantle younger shoulders wear, — 
Quincy's, whose spirit breathes the selfsame fire 
That filled the bosom of his youthful sire. 
Who for the altar bore the kindled torch 
To freedom's temple, dying in its porch. 
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Three grave professions in their sons appear, 
Whose words well studied all well pleased will hear : 
Palfrey, ordained in varied walks to shine, 
Statesman, historian, critic, and divine; 
Solid and square behold majestic Shaw, 
A mass of wisdom and a mine of law ; 
Warren, whose arm the doughtiest warriors fear, 
Asks of the startled crowd to lend its ear, — 
Proud of his calling, him the world loves best, 
Not as the coming, but the parting guest. 

Look on that form, — with eye dilating scan 
The stately mould of nature's kingliest man! 
Tower-like he stands in life's unfaded prime; 
Ask you his name? None asks a second time ! 
He from the land his outward semblance takes. 
Where storm-swept moimtains watch o'er slumber- 
ing lakes. 
See in the impress which the body wears 
How its imperial might the soul declares: 
The forehead's large expansion, lofty, wide. 
That locks unsilvered vainly strive to hide; 
The lines of thought that plough the sober cheek; 
Lips that betray their wisdom ere they speak 
Li tones like answers from Dodona's grove ; 
An eye like Juno's when she frowns on Jove. 
I look and wonder; will he be content — 
This man, this monarch, for the purple meant — 
The meaner duties of his tribe to share. 
Clad in the garb that common mortals wear? 
Ah, wild Ambition, spread thy restless wings. 
Beneath whose plumes the hidden oestrum stings; 
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Thou whose bold flight would leave earth's vulgar 

crowds, 
And like the eagle soar above the clouds, 
Must feel the pang that fallen angels know 
When the red lightning strikes tliee from below I 



Less bronze, more silver, mingles in the mould 

Of him whom next my roving eyes behold ; 

His, more the scholar's than the statesman's face, 

Proclaims him born of academic race. 

Weary his look, as if an aching brain 

Left on bis brow the frozen prints of pain ; 

His voice far-reaching, grave, sonorous, owns 

A shade of sadness in its plaintive tones. 

Yet when its breath some loftier thought inspires 

Glows with a heat that every bosom fires. 

Such Everett seems: no chance-sown wild flower 

knows 
The full-blown charms of culture's double rose, — 
Alas, how soon, by death's unsparing frost, 
Its bloom is faded and its fragrance lost I 

Two voices, only two, to earth belong, 
Of all whose accents met the listening throng: 
Winthrop, alike for speech and guidance framed. 
On that proud day a twofold duty claimed ; 
One other yet, — remembered or forgot, — 
Forgive my silence if I name him not. 
Can I believe it? 1, whose youthful voice 
Claimed a brief gamut, — notes not over choice, — 
Stood undismayed before the solemn throng, 
And propria voce sung that saucj song 
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Whicli even in memory turns my soul aghast, — 
Fdix audacia was the verdict cast. 

What were the glory of these festal days 
Shorn of their grand illumination's blaze? 
Night comes at last with all her starry train 
To find a light in every gKttering pane. 
From "Harvard's'* windows see the sudden 

flash, — 
Old "Massachusetts " glares through every sash; 
From wall to wall the kindling splendors run 
Till all is glorious as the noonday sun. 

How to the scholar's mind each object brings 
What some historian tells, some poet sings ! 
The good gray teacher whom we all revered — 
Loved, honored, laughed at, and by freshmen 

feared, 
As from old "Harvard," where its light began. 
From hall to hall the clustering splendors ran — 
Took down his well-worn ^schylus and read, 
Lit by the rays a thousand tapers shed, 
How the swift herald crossed the leagues between 
Mycenae's monarch and his faithless queen; 
And thus he read, — my verse but iU displays 
The Attic picture, clad in modem phrase: 

On Ida* 8 summit flames the kindling pUe^ 
And Lemnos answers from his rocky isle; 
From, Athos next it dimbs the reddening skiesj 
Thence where the watch-towers of Madstus rise. 
The sentries of Mesapius in their turn 
Bid the dry heath in high-piled masses bum. 
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Cithferoji'a crag the crimson billows stain. 
Far j^giplanctus joins the fiery train. 
Thus the swift courier through the pathless night 
Has gained at length the Arachncean height. 
Whence the glad tidings, borne on vyings offiame^ 
^^llinm has fallen / " reach the royal dame. 

So ends the day; before the midnight stroke 
The lights expiring cloud the air with smoke; 
While these the toil of younger hands employ, 
The slumbering Grecian dreams of smouldering 
Troy. 

As to that hour with backward steps I turn, 
Midway I pause ; behold a funeral urn I 
Ah, sad memorial \ known but all too weU 
The tale which thus its golden letters tell ; 

This dust, once breathing, changed its joyous life 
For toil and hunger, wounds and mortal strife ; 
Love, friendship, learning's aU-prevailing charms, 
For the cold bivouac and the dash of arms. 
The cause of freedom won, a race enslaved 
Called back to manhood, and a nation saved. 
These sons of Harvard, falling ere their 2}rime, 
Leave their proud memory to the coming time. 

While in their still retreats our scholars turn 
The mildewed pages of the past, to leam 
With endless labor of the sleepless bra 
What once has been and ne'er shall be i^ain, 
We reap the hairest of their ceaseless toil 
And find a fragrance in their midnight oil. 
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Bat let a purblind mortal dare the task 

The embryo future of itself to ask, 

The world reminds him, with a scornful laugh, 

That times have changed since Prospero broke his 

staff. 
Could all the wisdom of the schools foretell 
The dismal hour when Lisbon shook and fell. 
Or name the shuddering night that toppled down 
Our sister's pride, beneath whose mural crown 
Scarce had the scowl forgot its angry lines. 
When earth's blind prisoners fired their fatal 
mines? 
New realms, new worlds, exulting Science claims, 
Still the dim future imexplored remains; 
Her trembling scales the f ar^ff planet weigh, 
Her torturing prisms its elements betray, — 
We know what ores the fires of Sirius melt, 
What vaporous metals gild Orion's belt; 
Angels, archangels, may have yet to learn 
Those hidden truths our heaven-taught eyes discern ; 
Yet vain is Knowledge, with her mystic wand. 
To pierce the cloudy screen and read beyond; 
Once to the silent stars the fates were known, 
To us they tell no secrets but their own. 

At Israel's altar stiU we himibly bow. 

But where, oh where, are Israel's prophets now? 

Where is the sibyl with her hoarded leaves? 

Where is the charm the weird enchantress weaves? 

No croaking raven turns the auspex pale. 

No reeking altars tell the morrow's tale; 

The measured footsteps of the Fates are dumb, 

Unseen, unheard, unheralded, they come. 
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Prophet and priest and all their following faiL 
Who then is left to rend the future's veil? 
Who but the poet, he whose nicer sense 
No film can baffle with its slight defence, 
Whose finer vision marks the waves that stray. 
Felt, but unseen, beyond the violet ray? — 
Who, while the storm-wind waits its darkening 

shroud. 
Foretells the tempest ere he sees the cloud, — 
Stays not for time his secrets to reveal, 
But reads his message ere he breaks the sesd. 
So Mantua's bard foretold the coming day 
Ere Bethlehem's infant in the manger lay; 
The promise trusted to a mortal tongue 
Found listening ears before the angels sung. 
So while his load the creeping pack-horse galled, 
While inch by inch the dull eanal-boat crawled, 
Darwin beheld a Titan from "afar 
Drag the slow barge or drive the rapid ear," 
That panting giant fed by air and flame, 
The mightiest forges task their strength to tame- 
Happy the poet 1 him no tyrant fact 
Holds in its clutches to be chained and racked; 
Him shall no mouldy doemnent convict. 
No stem statistics gravely contradict ; 
No rival sceptre threats his airy throne ; 
He rules o'er shadows, but he reigns alone. 
Shall I the poet's broad dominion claim 
Because you bid me wear his sacred name 
For these few moments? Shall I boldly clash 
My flint and steel, and by the sudden flash 
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Eead the fair vision which my soul descries 
Through the wide pupils of its wondering eyes? 
List then awhile; the fifty years have sped; 
The third full century's opened scroll is spread, 
Blank to all eyes save his who dimly sees 
The shadowy future told in words like these: 

How strange the prospect to my sight appears, 
Changed by the busy hands of fifty yearsi 
Full well I know our ocean-salted Charles, 
Filling and emptying through the sands and marls 
That wall his restless stream on either bank. 
Not aU imlovely when the sedges rank 
Lend their coarse veil the sable ooze to hide 
That bares its blackness with the ebbing tide. 
In other shapes to my illumined eyes 
Those ragged margins of our stream arise: 
Through walls of stone the sparkling waters flow, 
In clearer depths the golden sunsets glow, 
On purer waves the lamps of midnight gleam, 
That silver o'er the impolluted stream. 
Along his shores what stately temples rise, 
What spires, what turrets, print the shadowed 

skies ! 
Our smiling Mother sees her broad domain 
Spread its tall roofs along the western plain: 
Those blazoned windows' blushing glories teU 
Of grateful hearts that loved her long and well; 
Yon gilded dome that glitters in the sun 
Was Dives' gift, — alas, his only one 1 
These buttressed walls enshrine a banker's name, 
That hallowed chapel hides a miser's shame; 
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Their wealth they left, — their memorr cannot fade 
Tboagh age shall crnmble every stone they laid. 

Great lord of millions, — let me call thee great, 
Since coontless serranta at thy biJiUng vait, — 
Sichesse oblige : no mortal must be blind 
To all bat self, or look at human kind 
Laboring and sufTering. — all its want and woe, — 
Through sheets of cn-stal. as a pleasing show 
That makes life happier for the chosen few 
Duty for whom is gometbing not to do. 

Wlien thy last page of life at length is filled, 
Wliat shall thine heirs to keep thy memory build? 
Will piles of stone in Aubora's mournful shade 
Save from neglect the spot where thou art laid ? 
Nay, deem not thus; the satmt«ring stranger's eye 
Will pass nnmoTcd thy colunmed tombstone by, 
Ko memory wakened, not a teardrop shed. 
Thy name uneared for and thy date unread. 

But if thy record then indeed dost prize, 
Bid from the soil some stately temple rise, — - 
Some hall of learning, some memorial shrine, 
With names long honored to associate thine: 
So shall thy fame outlive thy shattered bust 
When all around thee slumber in the dust. 
Thus England's Henry lives in Eton's towers, 
Saved from the spoil oblivion's gulf devours; 
Our later records with as fair a fame 
Have wreathed each uncrowned benefactor's name; 
The walla they reared the memories still retain 
That churchyard marbles try to keep in vain. 
In vain the delving antiquary tries 
To find the tomb where generous Harvard lies: 
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Here, here, his lasting monument is found, 

Where every spot is consecrated ground I 

O'er Stoughton's dust the cnmibling stone decays, 

Fast fade its lines of lapidary praise ; 

There the wild bramble weaves its ragged nets, 

There the dry lichen spreads its gray rosettes; 

Still in yon walls his memory lives imspent. 

Nor asks a braver, nobler monument. 

Thus Hollis lives, and Holden, honored, praised. 

And good Sir Matthew, in the halls they raised; 

Thus live the worthies of these later times, 

Who shine in deeds, less briUiant, grouped in 

rhymes. 
Say, shall the Muse with faltering steps retreat. 
Or dare these names in rhythmic form repeat? 
Why not as boldly as from Homer's lips 
The long array of Argive battle-ships? 
When o'er our graves a thousand years have past 
(If to such date our threatened globe shall last) 
These classic precincts, myriad feet have pressed. 
Will show on high, in beauteous garlands dressed. 
Those honored names that grace our later day, — 
Weld, Matthews, Sever, Thayer, Austin, Gray, 
Sears, Phillips, Lawrence, Hemenway, — to the list 
Add Sanders, Sibley, — all the Muse has missed. 

Once more I turn to read the pictured page 
Bright with the promise of the coming age. 
Ye imbom sons of children yet unborn. 
Whose youthful eyes shall greet that far-off mom. 
Blest are those eyes that all undimmed behold 
The sights so longed for by the wise of old. 
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From high-art-hed alcoves, through resotinding 

halls. 
Clad in fiJl robes majestic Science calls. 
Tireless, unsleeping, still at Nature's feet, 
Whate'er she utters fearless to repeat. 
Her lips at last from eveiy cramp released 
That Israel's prophet caught from Egypt's priest. 

I see the statesman, firm, sagacious, bold. 
For life's long conflict cast in amplest mould; 
Not his Us clamor with the senseless throng 
That shouts unshamed, *'Our party, right or 

wrong," 
Bat in the patriot's never-ending fight 
To side with Truth, who changes wrong to right. 

I see the scholar ; in that wondrous time 
Men, women, children, all can write in rhyme. 
These four brief lines addressed to youth inclined 
To idle rhyming in his notes I find : 



Who writes in verse that should have lorit inprose 
Is like a travdlfT walking on his toes ; 
ffajipy the rhymester who in time has found 
The heds he lifts were made to touch the ground- 

I see gray teachers, — on their work intent. 
Their lavished lives, in endless labor spent. 
Had closed at last in age and penury wrecked. 
Martyrs, not burned, but frozen in neglect. 
Save for the generous hands that stretched in aid 
Of worn-out servants left to die half paid. 
Ah, many a year will pass, I thought, ere we 
Such kindly forethought shall rejoice to see, — 
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Monarchs are mindful of the sacred debt 
That cold republics hasten to forget. 

I see the priest, — if such a name he bears 
Who without pride his sacred vestment wears; 
And while the symbols of his tribe I seek 
Thus my first impulse bids me think and speak: 

Let not the mitre England's prelate wears 
Next to the crown whose regal pomp it shares, 
Though low before it courtly Christians bow. 
Leave its red mark on Younger England's brow. 
We love, we honor, the maternal daine. 
But let her priesthood wear a modest name, 
While through the waters of the Pilgrim's bay 
A new-bom Mayflower shows her keels the way. 
Too old grew Britain for her mother's beads, — 
Must we be necklaced with her children's creeds? 
Welcome alike in surplice or in gown 
The loyal lieges of the Heavenly Crown I 
We greet with cheerful, not submissive, mien 
A sister church, but not a mitred Queen I 

A few brief flutters, and the unwilling Muse, 
Who feared the flight she hated to refuse, 
Shall fold the wings whose gayer plumes are shed. 
Here where at first her half -fledged pinions spread. 

Well I remember in the long ago 
How in the forest shades of Fontainebleau, 
Strained through a fissure in a rocky cell. 
One crystal drop with measured cadence fell. 
Still, as of old, forever bright and clear. 
The fissured cavern drops its wonted tear, 
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And wondroua virtue, simple folk aver. 
Lies in tliat tear<lrop of la roche qui pleure. 

Of old I wandered by the river's aide 
Between whose banks the mighty waters glide, 
"Where vast Niagara, hurrying to its fall, 
Builds and unbuilds its ever-tumbling wall; 
Oft in my dreams I hear the rush and roar 
Of battling floods, and feel the trembling shore. 
As the huge torrent, girded for its leap, 
With bellowing thunders plunges down the steep. 

Not less distinct, from memory's pictured um. 
The gray old rock, the leafy woods, return; 
Robed in their pride the lofty oaks appear, 
And once again with quickened sense I hear. 
Through the low murmur of the leaves that stir, 
The tinlding teardi'op of la roche qui pleure. 

So when the third ripe century stands complete. 
As once again the sons of Harvard meet, 
Rejoicing, numerous as the seashore sands, 
Drawn from all quarters, — farthest distant lands. 
Where througli the reeda the scaly saurian steals. 
Where cold Alaska feeds her floundering seals. 
Where Plymouth, glorying, wears her iron crown. 
Where Sacramento sees the auns go down; 
Nay, from the cloisters whence the refluent tide 
Wafts their pale students to our Mother's side, — 
Mid aU tbe tumult that the day shall bring. 
While all the echoes shout, and roar, and ring, 
These tinkling lines, oblivion's easy prey. 
Once more emei^iug to the light of day, 
Not all unpleasing to the listening ear 
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Shall wake the memories of this bygone year, 
Heard as I hear the measured drops that flow 
From the gray rock of wooded Fontainebleau. 

Yet, ere I leave, one loving word for all 
Those fresh young lives that wait our Mother's 
call: 

One gift is yours, kind Nature's richest dower, — 
Youth, the fair bud that holds life's opening 

flower. 
Full of high hopes no coward doubts enchain, 
With all the future throbbing in its brain. 
And mightiest instincts which the beating heart 
Fills with the fire its burning waves impart. 

O joyous youth, whose glory is to dare, — 
Thy foot firm planted on the lowest stair. 
Thine eye uplifted to the loftiest height 
Where Fame stands beckoning in the rosy light, 
Thanks for thy flattering tales, thy fond deceits, 
Thy loving lies, thy cheerful smiling cheats ! 
Nature's rash promise every day is broke, — 
A thousand acorns breed a single oak, 
The myriad blooms that make the orchard gay 
In barren beauty throw their lives away; 
Yet shall we quarrel with the sap that yields 
The painted blossoms which adorn the fields. 
When the fair orchard wears its May-day suit 
Of pink-white petals, for its scanty fruit? 
Thrice happy hou., in hope's iuZlon dressed. 
In fancy's cradle nurtured and caressed. 
Though rich the spoils that ripening years may 
bring, 
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To tliee the dewtlrops of the Orient cling, — 
Not all the dye-stuffs from the vats of tnith 
Can match the rainbow on the robes of youth I 

Dear unbom children, to otir Mother's trust 

We leave you, fearless, when we lie in dust: 

While o'er these walla the Christian banner waves 

From hallowed lips shall flow the truth that saves; 

Wliile o'er those portals Veritas you read 

No church shall bind you with its human creed. 

Take from the past the best its toil has won, 

But leam betimes its slavish ruts to shun. 

Pass the old tree whose withered leaves are shed, 

Quit the old paths that error loved to tread, 

And a new wreath of living blossoms seek, 

A narrower pathway up a loftier peak; 

Lose not your reverence, but unmanly fear 

Leave far behind you, aU who enter here I 

As once of old from Ida's lofty height 
The flaming signal flashed across the night. 
So Harvard's beacon sheds its imspent raya 
Till every watch-tower shows its kindling blaze. 
Caught from a spark and fanned by every gale, 
A brighter radiance gilds the roofs of Yale ; 
Amherst and Williams bid their flambeaus shine. 
And Bowdoin answers through her groves of pine; 
O'er Princeton's sands the far reflections steal. 
Where mighty Edwards stamped Ms iron heel; 
Nay, on the lull where old beliefs were bound 
Fast as if Styx had girt them nine times round, 
Bursts such a light that trembling souls inquire 
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If the whole church of Calvin is on fire ! 
Well may they ask, for what so brightly bums 
As a dry creed that nothing ever learns? 
Thus link by link is knit the flaming chain 
Lit by the torch of Harvard's hallowed plain. 

Thy son, thy servant, dearest Mother mine, 
Lays this poor offering on thy holy shrine. 
An autumn leaflet to the wild winds tost, 
Touched by the finger of November's frost. 
With sweet, sad memories of that earlier day. 
And all that listened to my fijrst-bom lay. 
With grateful heart this glorious mom I see, — 
Would that my tribute worthier were of thee I 



POST-PRANDIAL 

PHI BETA KAPPA 

WEin>ELL PHILLIPS, OBATOB; CHARLES OODFBBT LBLASDi POST 

1881 

"The Dutch have taken Holland," — so the school- 
boys used to say; 

The Dutch have taken Harvard, — no doubt of 
that to-day I 

For the Wendells were low Dutchmen, and all 
their vrows were Vans; 

And the Breitmanns are high Dutchmen, and here 
is honest Hans. 
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Mynheers, you both are welcome ! Fair cousin 

WendeU P., 
Our ancestors were dwellera beside the Zuyder Zee ; 
Both Grotius and Erasmus were countrymen, of we, 
And Vondel was oui' namesake, though he spelt it 

with a V. 

It is well old Evert Jansen sought a dwelling over 

sea 
On the margin of the Hudson, where he sampled 

you and me 
Through our grandairea and gt'eat-grandsires, for 

you would n't quite agree 
With the steady-going burghers along the Zuyder 

Like our Motley's John of Bamveld, you have 

always been inclined J 

To speak, — well, — somewhat frankly, — to let us 
know your mind, 

And the Mynheers would have told you to be cau- 
tious what you said. 

Or else that silver tongue of yours might cost your 
precious head. 

But we 're very glad you 've kept it; it was always 

Freedom's own, 
And whenever Reason chose it she found a royal 

throne; 
You have whacked us with your sceptre ; our backs 

were little harmed, 
And while wo rubbed our bruises we owned we had 

been charmed. 
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And you, our quasi Dutchman, what welcome 
should be yours 

For all the wise prescriptions that work your laugh- 
ter-cures ? 

" Shake before taking " ? — not a bit, — the bottle- 
cure 's a sham; 

Take before shaking, and you '11 find it shakes 

"Hans Breitmaim gif a barty, — vhere is dot barty 

now? " 
On every shelf where wit is stored to smooth the 

careworn brow 1 
A health to stout Hans Breitmann ! How long 

before we see 
Another Hans as handsome, — as bright a man 

as he I 



THE FLANEUR 

BOSTON COMMON, DEGEMBEB 6, 1882 
DUBINa THE TRANSIT OF YEinTS 

I LOVE all sights of earth and skies. 
From flowers that glow to stars that shine; 
The comet and the penny show. 
All curious things, above, below. 
Hold each in turn my wandering eyes: 
I claim the Christian Pagan's line, 
Humani nihU^ — even so, — 
And is not human life divine? 
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When soft the western breezes blow, 

And strolling youths meet sauntering maids, 

I love to watch the stirring trades 

Beneath the Yallombrosa shades 

Our much-enduring ehns bestow; 

The vender and his rhetoric's flow, 

That lambent stream of liquid lies; 

The* bait he dangles from his line, 

The gudgeon and his gold-washed prize. 

I halt before the blazoned sign 

That bids me linger to admire 

The drama time can never tire. 

The little hero of the hunch, 

With iron arm and soul of fire. 

And will that works his fierce desire, — 

Untamed, unscared, unconquered Punch 1 

My ear a pleasing torture finds 

In tones the withered sibyl grinds, — 

The dame sans mercies broken strain. 

Whom I erewhile, perchance, have known 

When Orleans filled the Bourbon throne, 

A siren singing by the Seine. 

But most I love the tube that spies 
The orbs celestial in their march ; 
That shows the comet as it whisks 
Its tail across the planets' disks, 
As if to blind their blood-shot eyes; 
Or wheels so close against the sun 
We tremble at the thought of risks 
Our little spinning ball may run. 
To pop like com that children parch. 
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From summer something overdone, 
And roll, a cinder, through the skies. 

Grudge not to-day the scanty fee 
To him who farms the firmament. 
To whom the Milky Way is free; 
Who holds the wondrous crystal key, 
The sUent Open Sesame 
That Science to her sons has lent; 
Who takes his toll, and lifts the bar 
That shuts the road to sun and star. 
If Venus only comes to time, 
(And prophets say she must and shall,) 
To-day will hear the tinkling chime 
Of many a ringing silver dune. 
For him whose optic glass suppKes 
The crowd wiaiLonomic eyes, - 
The Galileo of the Mall. 

Dimly the transit morning broke; 
The sun seemed doubting what to do. 
As one who questions how to dress. 
And takes his doublets from the press. 
And halts between the old and new. 
Please Heaven he wear his suit of blue, 
Or don, at least, his ragged cloak. 
With rents that show the azure through! 

I go the patient crowd to join 
That round the tube my eyes discern. 
The last new-comer of the file. 
And wait, and wait, a weary while. 
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And gape, and stretch, and shrug, and Bmile, 

(For each hia place must fairly earn. 

Hindmost and foremost, in his turn,) 

Till hitching onward, pace by pace, 

I gain at last the envied place, 

And pay the white exiguous coin: 

The sun and I are face to faee ; 

He glares at me, I stare at him ; 

And lo! my straining eye has found 

A little spot that, black and round, 

Lies near the crimsoned fire-orb's rim. 

blessed, beauteous evening star. 

Well named for her whom earth adores, — 
The Lady of the dove-drawn car, — 

1 know thee in thy white simar; 
But veiled in black, a rayless spot. 
Blank as a careless scribbler's blot. 
Stripped of thy robe of silvery Same, — 
The stolen robe that Night restores 
When Day has shut his golden doors, — 
I see thee, yet I know thee not ; 

And canst thou call thyself the same? 

A black, round spot, — and that is all; 
And such a speck our earth would be 
If he who looks upon the stars 
Through the red atmosphere of Mars 
Could see our little creeping b^ 
Across the disk of crimson crawl 
As I our sister planet see. 



And art thou, then, a world like oars, 
Flung from the orb that whirled our own 
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A molten pebble from its zone? 

How must thy burning sands absorb 

The fire-waves of the blazing orb, 

Thy chain so short, thy path so near, 

Thy flame-defying creatures hear 

The maelstroms of the photosphere! 

And is thy bosom decked with flowers 

That steal their bloom from scalding showers? 

And hast thou cities, domes, and towers. 

And life, and love that makes it dear. 

And death that fills thy tribes with fear? 

Lost in my dream, my spirit soars 

Through paths the wandering angels know; 

My all-pervading thought explores 

The azure ocean's lucent shores; 

I leave my mortal self below. 

As up the star-lit stairs I climb, 

And still the widening view reveals 

In endless rounds the circling wheels 

That build the horologe of time. 

New spheres, new suns, new systems gleam; 

The voice no earth-bom echo hears 

Steals softly on my ravished ears : 

I hear them "singing as they shine '* — 

A mortal's voice dissolves my dream: 

My patient neighbor, next in line. 

Hints gently there are those who wait. 

O guardian of the starry gate, 

What coin shall pay this debt of mine? 

Too slight thy claim, too small the fee 

That bids thee turn the potent key 
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The Tuscan's hand has placed in thine. 
Forgive my own the small affront, 
The insult of the proffered dime ; 
Take it, O friend, since this thy wont. 
But still shall faithful memory be 
A bankrupt debtor unto thee, 
And pay thee with a grateful rhyme. 



PEELUDE TO ' 

Full well I know the frozen hand has come 
That smites the songs of grove and garden dumb. 
And chills sad autmnn's last chrysauthemum ; 



Yet would I find one blossom, if I might, 

Ere the dark loom that weaves the robe of white 

Hides £dl the wrecks of summer out of sight. 

Sometimes in dim November's narrowing day, 
When all the season's pride has passed away. 
As mid the blackened stems and leaves we stray. 

We spy in sheltered nook or rocky cleft 
A starry disk the hurrying winds have left. 
Of all its blooming sisterhood bereft: 

Some pansy, with its wondering baby eyes — 
Poor wayside nursling ! ■ — fixed in blank surprise 
At the rough welcome of imfriendly skies; 
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Or golden daisy, — will it dare disclaim 
The lion's tooth, to wear this gentler name? 
Or blood-red salvia, with its lips aflame : 

The storms have stripped the lily and the rose, 
Still on its cheek the flush of sunmer glows, 
And all its heart-leaves kindle as it blows. 

So had I looked some bud of song to find 
The careless winds of autumn left behind, 
With these of earlier seasons' growth to bind. 

Ah me! my skies are dark with sudden grief, 
A flower lies faded on my garnered sheaf; 
Yet let the sunshine gild this virgin leaf, — 

The joyous, blessed sunshine of the past. 

Still with me, though the heavens are overcast, — • 

The Kght tiiat shines whUe life and memory last. 

Go, pictured rhymes, for loving readers meant ; 
Bring back the smiles your jocund morning lent. 
And warm their hearts with sunbeams yet unspent 1 
Beybbly Farms, July 24, 1884. 



KING'S CHAPEL 

BEAD AT THE TWO HUNDREDTH ANNIVERSARY 

Is it a weanling's weakness for the past 

That in the stormy, rebel-breeding town, 
Swept clean of relics by the levelling blast, 



312 BEFORE THE CURFEW 

Still keeps our gray old chapel's name of "King's," 
Still to its outworn symbola fondly flings, — 
Its unchurched mitres and its empty crown? 

Poor harmleBs emblems ! AH has shrank away 
That made them gorgons in the patriot's eyes; 

The priestly plaything harms us not to-day; 

The gilded crown is but a pleasing show, 

An old-world heirloom, left from long ago, 
Wreck of the past that memory bids us priiie. 

Lightly we glance the fresh-cut marbles o'er; 

Those two of eailier date our eyes enthrall: 
The proud old Briton's by the western door, 
And hers, the Lady of Colonial days, 
Whose virtues live in long-drawn classic phrase, — 

The fair Francesca of the southern wall. 



Ayl those were goodly men that Reynolds drew. 
And stately dames our Copley's canvas holds. 
To their old Church, their Royal Master, true. 
Proud of the claim their valiant sires had earned, 
That "gentle blood," not lightly to be spumed. 
Save by the churl ungenerous Nature moulds. 

All vanished 1 It were idle to complain 
That ere the fruits shall come the flowers must 
fall; 
Yet somewhat we have lost amidst our gain, 
Some rare ide^ time may not restore, — 
The charm of courtly breeding, seen no more, 
And reverence, dearest ornament of all. 
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Thus musing, to the western wall I came, 
Departing : lo ! a tablet fresh and fair, 
Where glistened many a youth's remembered name 
In golden letters on the snow-white stone, — 
Young lives these aisles and arches once have 
known, 
Their country's bleeding altar might not spare. 

These died that we might claim a soil unstained, 
Save by the blood of heroes; their bequests 

A realm unsevered and a race unchained. 

Has purer blood through Norman veins come down 

From the rough knights that clutched the Saxon's 
crown 
Than warmed the pulses in these faithful breasts? 

These, too, shall live in history's deathless page. 
High on the slow-wrought pedestals of fame, 

Eanged with the heroes of remoter age; 

They could not die who left their nation free. 

Firm as the rock, unfettered as the sea. 

Its heaven imshadowed by the cloud of shame. 

While on the storied past our memory dwells, 
Our grateful tribute shall not be denied, — 

The wreath, the cross of rustling immortelles; 

And willing hands shall clear each darkening bust, 

As year by year sifts down the clinging dust 
On Shirley's beauty and on Vassall's pride. 

But for our own, our loved and lost, we bring 
With throbbing hearts and tears that stiU must 
flow, 
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In full-heaped hands, the opening flowers of spring, 
LiUes half-blown, and budding roses, red 
As their young cheeks, before the blood was shed 
That lent their morning bloom its generous glow. 

Ah, who shall count a rescued nation's debt. 

Or sum in words our martyrs' silent claims? 
Who shall our heroes' dread exchange forget, — • 
All life, youth, hope, could promise to allure 
For all that soul could brave or flesh endure? 
They shaped our future ; we but carve their names. 



HYMN 

FOB THE SAME OCCASION 

BUirO BT THB CONQBBQATION TO THE TUKB OF TALLIS*! 

KYEKIKQ HYMN 

O'eeshadowed by the walls that climb, 
Piled up in air by Uving hands, 

A rock amid the waves of time, 

Our gray old house of worship stands. 

High o'er the pillared aisles we love 
The symbols of the past look down; 

Unharmed, unharming, throned above, 
Behold the mitre and the crown I 

Let not our younger faith forget 
The loyal souls that held them dear; 

The prayers we read their tears have wet, 
The hymns we sing they loved to hear. 
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The memory of their earthly throne 

Still to our holy temple clings, 
But here the kneeling suppliants own 

One only Lord, the King of kings. 

Hark I whUe our hymn of grateful praise 
The solenm echoing vaults prolong, 

The far-off voice of earlier days 

Blends with our own in hallowed song: 

To Him who ever lives and reigns, 
Whom all the hosts of heaven adore. 

Who lent the life His breath sustains, 
Be glory now and evermore I 



HYMN.— THE WORD OP PROMISE 

(by supposition) 

An Hymn set forth to be sang by the Great Assembly 
at Newtown, [Mass.] Mo. 12. 1. 1636. 

[Written by Oliver Wendell Holmes, eldest son of Rev. 
Abiel Holmes, eighth Pastor of the First Church in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts.] 

LoBD, Thou hast led us as of old 
Thine Arm led forth the chosen Race 

Through Foes that raged, through Floods that 
roU'd, 
To Canaan's far-off DwelUng-Place* 
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Here is Thy bounteous Table spread, 



Thy Manna falls on every Field, 

hungering Souls hath fed, 



ThjGi 



Thy Might hath been our Spear and Shield. 

Lift high Thy Buckler, Lord of Hosts I 

Guard Thou Thy Servants, Sons and Sires, 

While ou the Godless heathen Coaats 
They light Thine Israel's Altar-fires I 

The salvage Wilderness remote 
Shall hear Thy Works and Wonders sung; 

So from the Koek that Moses smote 
The Fountain of the Deaart sprung. 

Soon shall the slumbering Morn awalie. 
From wandering Stars of EiTOur freed. 

When Christ the Bread of Heaven shall break 
For Saints that own a common Creed. 

The Walls that fence His Flocks apart 
Shall crack and crumble in Decay, 

And every Tongue and every Heart 
Shall welcome in the new-born Day. 

Then shall His glorious Church rejoice 
Hia Word of Promise to recall, — 

One bheltering Fold, one SHEPnzRD'a 
One God and Fatheb oveh all I 
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HYMN 

BEAD AT THE DEDICATION OF THE OLIVER WENDELL 
HOLMES HOSPITAL AT HUDSON, WISCONSIN 

JUNE 7, 1887 

Angel of love, for every grief 
Its soothing balm thy mercy brings, 

For every pang its healing leaf, 

For homeless want, thine outspread wings. 

Enough for thee the pleading eye, 
The knitted brow of silent pain; 

The portals open to a sigh 

Without the clank of bolt or chain. 

Who is our brother? He that lies 
Left at the wayside, bruised and sore : 

His need our open hand supplies. 
His welcome waits him at our door. 

Not ours to ask in freezing tones 
His race, his calling, or his creed; 

Each heart the tie of kinship owns, 

When those are human veins that bleed. 

Here stand the champions to defend 
From every wound that flesh can feel; 

Here science, patience, skill, shall blend 
To save, to calm, to help, to heal. 
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Father of Mercies 1 Weak and fraH, 
Thy guiding hand Thy children ask; 

Let not the Great Physician fail 
To aid us in our holy task. 

Source of all truth, and love, and light, 
That warm and cheer our earthly days, 

Be ours to serve Thy will aright, 
Be Thine the glory and the praise I 
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Fallen with autumn's falling leaf 
Ere yet his summer's noon was past. 

Our friend, our guide, our trusted chief, — 
What words can match a woe so vast I 

And whose the chartered claim to speak 
The sacred grief where all have part. 

Where sorrow saddens every cheek 
And broods in every aching heart? 

Yet Nature prompts the burning phrase 
That thrills the hushed and shrouded hall. 

The loud lament, the sorrowing praise, 
The silent tear that love lets fall. 

In loftiest verse, in lowliest rhyme. 

Shall strive unblamed the minstrel choir, — 
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The singers of the new-born time, 
And trembling age with outworn lyre. 

No room for pride, no place for blame, — 
We fling our blossoms on the grave. 

Pale, — scentless, — faded, — all we claim, 
This only, — what we had we gave. 

Ah, could the grief of all who mourn 
Blend in one voice its bitter cry. 

The wail to heaven's high arches borne 
Would echo through the cavemed sky. 

IL 

O happiest land, whose peaceful choice 
Fills with a breath its empty throne 1 

God, speaking through thy people's voice, 
Has made that voice for once His own. 

No angry passion shakes the state 
Whose weary servant seeks for rest; 

And who could fear that scowling hate 
Would strike at that imguarded breast? 

He stands, unconscious of his doom. 
In manly strength, erect, serene ; 

Around him Summer spreads her bloom; 
He falls, — what horror clothes the scene I 

How swift the sudden flash of woe 

Where all was bright as childhood's dream I 
As if from heaven's ethereal bow 

Had leaped the lightning's arrowy gleam. 
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Blot tlie foul deed from history's page; 

Let not the all-betraying sun 
Blush for the day that stains an age 

When murder's blackest wreath was won. 



Pale on his couch the sufferer lies, 
The weary battle-ground of pain: 

Love tends his pillow; Science tries 
Her every art, alas ! in vain. 

The strife endures how long ! how long I 
Life, death, seem balanced in the scale, 

While round his bed a viewless throng 
Await each morrow's changing t^e. 

In realms the desert ocean parts 

What myriads watch with tear-filled eyes. 
His pulse-beats echoing in their hearts, 

His breathings counted with their sighs I 

Slowly the stores of life are spent, 
Yet hope still battles with despair ; 

Will Heaven not yield when knees are bent? 
Answer, O thou that hearest prayer I 

But silent is the brazen sky ; 

On sweeps the meteor's threatening train. 
Unswerving Nature's mute reply. 

Bound in her adamantine chain. 

Not ours the verdict to decide 

Whom death shall claim or skill shall save ; 
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The hero's life though Heaven denied. 
It gave our land a martyr's grave. 

Nor count the teaching vainly sent 

How human hearts their griefs may share, — 
The lesson woman's love has lent, 

What hope may do, what faith can bear I 

Farewell ! the leaf-strown earth enfolds 
Our stay, our pride, our hopes, our fears. 

And autunm's golden sun beholds 
A nation bowed, a world in tears. 



THE GOLDEN FLOWER 

When Advent dawns with lessening days, 

While earth awaits the angels' hymn ; 
When bare as branchins: coral sways 

In wHslUBg winds e^h leafless Lb; 
When spring is but a spendflirift's dream, 

And summer's wealth a wasted dower, 
Nor dews nor sunshine may redeem, — 

Then autumn coins his Golden Flower. 

Soft was the violet's vernal hue, 

Fresh was the rose's morning red, 
Full-orbed the stately dahlia grew, — 

All gone ! their short-lived splendors shed. 
The shadows, lengthening, stretch at noon ; 

The fields are stripped, the groves are dumb ; 
The frost-flowers greet the icy moon, — 

Then blooms the bright chrysanthemum. 
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The stiffening turf is white with snow, 

Yet still its radiant disks are seen 
Where soon the hallowed mom will show 

The wreath and cross of Christmas green ; 
As if in autumn's dying days 

It heard the heavenly song afar, 
And opened all its glowing rays, 

The herald lamp of Bethlehem's star. 

Orphan of summer, kindly sent 

To cheer the fading year's decline, 
In all that pitying Heaven has lent 

No fairer pledge of hope than thine. 
Yes ! Jime lies hid beneath the snow, 

And winter's unborn heir shall claim 
Tor every seed that sleeps below 

A spark that kindles into flame. 

Thy smile the scowl of winter braves 

Last of the bright-robed, flowery train. 
Soft sighing o'er the garden graves, 

" Farewell ! farewell ! we meet again 1 *' 
So may life's chiU November bring 

Hope's golden flower, the last of all, 
Before we hear the aoigels sing 

Where blossoms never fade and fall I 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA I 

1708 
THE FIRST VERSE OF THE SOKQ 

BT JOSEPH HOPKINBOK 

• 

''Hail, Columbia I Happy land I 
Hail, ye heroes, heaven-bom band, 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause. 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause. 
And when the storm of war was gone 
Enjoy'd the peace your valor won. 

Let independence be our boast. 

Ever mindful what it cost ; 

Ever grateful for the prize, 

Let its altar reach the skies. 

•* Firm — united — let us be. 
Rallying round our Liberty ; 
As a band of brothers join'd, 
Peace and safety we shall find.** 



ADDITIONAL VERSES 



^TBITTEN AT THB BBQCTBST OF THE OOMMITTBB FOB THE OOH- 
BTrrunONAL 0BirrB2nnAI< OBUfiBBATION AT FHIIiADBLPHIA, 

1887 

Look our ransomed shores around, 

Peace and safety we liave found I 
"Welcome, friends who once were foes I 
Welcome, friends who once were foes, 

To all the conquering years have gained, — 

A nation's rights, a race imchained I 
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Cliildren of the day new-bom. 
Mindful of its glorious mom. 
Let the pledge our fathers signed 
Heart to heart forever bind I 

While the stars of heaven shall bum^ 
While the ocean tides return, 
Ever may the circling sun 
Find the Many still are Onel 

Grraven deep with edge of steel. 
Crowned with Victory's crimson seal. 
All the world their names shall read! 
All the world their names shall read. 
Enrolled with his, the Chief that led 
The hosts whose blood for us was shed. 
Pay our sires their children's debt, 
Love and honor, nor forget 
Only Union's golden key 
Guards the Ark of Liberty I 

While the stars of heaven shall bum. 
While the ocean tides return, 
Ever may the circling sun 
Find the Many still are One I 

Hail, Columbia ! strong and free. 
Throned in hearts from sea to seal 
Thy march triumphant still pursue I 
Thy march triumphant still pursue 
With peaceful stride from zone to zone, 
Till Freedom finds the world her own I 
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Blest in Union's holy ties, 
Let our grateful song arise, 
Every voice its tribute lend, 
All in loving chorus blend ! 

While the stars in heaven shall bum^ 
While the ocean tides return. 
Ever shall the circling sun 
Find the Many still are One I 



POEM 

FOB THE DEDICATION OF THE FOUNTAIN AT STBAT- 
FOBD-ON-AVON, FBESENTED BY OB0B6E W. GHILDSy 
OF PHUiADELFHIA 

Welcome, thrice welcome is thy silvery gleam, 

Thou long-imprisoned stream I 
Welcome the tinkle of thy crystal beads 
As plashing raindrops to the flowery meads. 
As summer's brea»th to Avon's whispering reeds I 
From rock-walled channels, drowned in rayless 
night, 

Leap forth to life and light ; 
Wake from the darkness of thy troubled dream. 
And greet vnih answering simle the morning's 
beam I 

No purer lymph the white-limbed Naiad knows 

Than from thy chalice flows ; 
Not the bright spring of Afric's sunny shores, 
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Stany vitih spangles washed from golden ores. 
Nor glassy stream Baodusia's fountain pours, 
Nor wave translucent where Sabrina fait 

Braids her loose-flowing hair. 
Nor the swift current, stainless as it rose 
Where chill Arveiron steals from Alpine snows. 

Here shall the traveller stay his weary feet 

To seek thy calm retreat ; 
Here at high noon the brown-armed reaper rest ; 
Here, when the shadows, lengthening from the 

west, 
Call the mute song-bird to his leafy nest, 
Matron and maid shall chat the cares away 

That brooded o'er the day, 
While flocking round them troops of (Jiildren 

meet, 
And all the arches ring with laughter sweet. 

Here shall the 8t«ed, his patient life who spends 

In toil that never ends, 
Hot from his thirsty tramp o'er hill and plain, 
Plunge his red nostrils, while the torturing rein 
Drops in loose loops beside his floating mane ; 
Nor the poor brute that shares his master's lot 

Find his small needs forgot, — 
Truest of humble, long-enduring friends. 
Whose presence cheers, whose guardian care 
defends I 

Here lark and thrush and nightingale shall sip, 
And skimming swallows dip, 
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And strange shy wanderers fold their lustrous 

plumes 
Fragrant from bowers that lent their sweet per« 

fumes 
Where Paestum's rose or Persia's lilac blooms ; 
Here from his cloud the eagle stoop to drink 

At the full basin's brink, 
And whet his beak against its rounded lip, 
His glossy feathers glistening as they drip. 

Here shall the dreaming poet linger long, 

Far from Ms Kstening throng, - 
Nor lute nor lyre his trembling hand shall bring ; 
Here no frail Muse shall imp her crippled wing. 
No faltering minstrel strain his throat to sing ! 
These hallowed echoes who shall dare to claim 

Whose tuneless voice would shame, 
Whose jangling chords with jarring notes would 

wrong 
The nymphs that heard the Swan of Avon's 
song? 

What visions greet the pilgrim's raptured eyes I 

What ghosts made real rise I 
The dead return, — they breathe, — they live again, 
Joined by the host of Fancy's airy train. 
Fresh from the springs of Shakespeare's quicken- 

ing brain ! 
The stream that slakes the soul's diviner thirst 

Here found the sunbeams first ; 
Bich with his fame, not less shall memory prize 
The gracious gift that humbler wants supplies. 
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O'er the wide waters reached the hand that gave 

To all this bounteous wave, 
With health and strength and joyous beauly 

fraught ; 
Blest be the generous pledge of friendship, brought 
From the far home of brothers' love, unbought I 
Long may fair Avon's fountain flow, enrolled 

With storied shrines of old, 
Castalia's spring, Egeria's dewy cave. 
And Horeb's rock the God of Israel clave I 

Land of our fathers, ocean makes us two, 

But heart to heart is true ! 
Proud is your towering daughter in the West, 
Yet m her burning life-blood reign conf est 
Her mother's pulses beating in her breast. 
This holy fount, whose rills from heaven descend, 

Its gracious drops shall lend, — 
Both foreheads bathed in that baptismal dew. 
And love make one the old home and the new I 

August 29, 1887. 

TO THE POETS WHO ONLY READ AND 

LISTEN 

When evening's shadowy fingers fold 

The flowers of every hue, 
Some shy, half -opened bud will hold 

Its drop of morning's dew. 

Sweeter with every sunlit hour 
The trembling sphere has grown. 
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Till all the fragrance of the flower 
Becomes at last its own. 

We that have sung perchance may find 

Our little meed of praise, 
And round our pallid temples bind 

The wreath of fading bays : 

Ah, Poet, who hast never spent 

Thy breath in idle strains, 
For thee the dewdrop morning lent 

StiU in % heart remains ; 

Unwasted, in its perfumed cell 

It waits the evening gale ; 
Then to the azure whence it fell 

Its lingering sweets exhale. 



FOR THE DEDICATION OF THE NEW CITT 

LIBRARY, BOSTON 

Proudly, beneath her glittering dome. 
Our three-hilled city greets the mom ; 

Here Freedom found her virgm home, — 
The Bethlehem where her babe was bom. 

The lordly roofs of traffic rise 

Amid the smoke of household fires ; 

High o'er them in the peaceful skies 

Faith points to heaven her clustering spires. 
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Can Freedom breathe if ignorance reiga ? 

Shall Commerce tlu'ive where anarchs rule ? 
Will Faith her half -fledged brood retain 
If darkening coun»eL) cloud the school ? 

Let in the light ! from every age 

Some gleams of garnered w-isdom pour. 

And, fixed on thought's electric page, 
Wait all their radiance to restore. 

Let in the light ! in diamond mines 

Their gems invite the hand that delves ; 

So learning's treasured jewels shine 
Ranged on the alcove's ordered shelves. 

From history's scroll the splendor streams. 
From science leaps the living ray ; 

Flashed from the poet's glowing dreams 
The opal firea of fancy play. 

Let in the light ! these windowed walls 
Shall brook no shadowing colonnades. 

But day shall floo<l the silent halls 
Till o'er yon hilla the amiset fades. 



Behind the ever open gate 

Ko pikes shall fence a crumbling throne. 
No lackeys cringe, no courtiers wait, — 

This palace is the people's own ! 



Heirs of our narrow-girdled past, 
How fail the prospect we surv^, 
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Where howled unheard the wmtry blast, 
And rolled unchecked the storm-swept bay I 

These chosen precincts, set apart 

For learned toil and holy shrines, 
Yield wiUmg homes to every art 

That trains, or strengthens, or refines. 

Here shall the sceptred mistress reign 
Who heeds her meanest subject's call. 

Sovereign of all their vast domain, 
The queen, the handmaid of them all I 

Noyember 26, 1888. 



FOB THE WINDOW IN ST. MARGARETS 

IN MEMOBY OF A SON OF ARCHDEACON FABRAR 

Atab he sleeps whose name is graven here, 

Where loving hearts his early doom deplore ; 
Youth, promise, virtue, all that made him dear 
Heaven lent, earth borrowed, sorrowing to re- 
store. 
Boston, April 12, 1891. 

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 

181^1891 

Thou shouldst have sung the swan-song for the 
choir 
That filled our groves with music till the day 
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Lit the last liilltop with its reddening fire, 
And evening listened for thy lingering lay. 

But thou hast found thy voice in realms afar 
Where strains celestial blend their notes with 
thine; 

Some cloudless sphere beneath a happier star 
Welcomes the bright-winged spirit we resign. 

How Nature mourns thee in the still retreat 

Where passed in peace thy love-enchanted hours I 

Where shall she find an eye like thine to greet 
Spring's earliest footprints on her opening 
flowers ? 

Have the pale wayside weeds no fond regret 
For him who read the secrets they enfold? 

Shall the proud spangles of the field forget 
The verse that lent new glory to their gold ? 

And ye whose carols wooed Ms infant ear, 

Whose chants with answering woodnotes he re- 
paid, 

Have ye no song his spirit still may hear 

From Elmwood's vaults of overarching shade ? 

Friends of his studious hours, who thronged to 
teach 

The deep-read scholar all your varied lore, 
Shall he no longer seek your shelves to reach 

The treasure missing from his world-wide store ? 
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This singer whom we long have held so dear 
Was Nature's darling, shapely, strong, and fair ; 

Of keenest wit, of judgment crystal-clear, 
Easy of converse, courteous, debonair, 

Fit for the loftiest or the lowliest lot. 

Self-poised, imperial, yet of simplest ways ; 

At home alike in castle or in cot. 

True to his aim, let others blame or praise. 

Freedom he found an heirloom from his sires ; . 

Song, letters, statecraft, shared his years in turn ; 
All went to feed the nation's altar-fires 

Whose mourning children wreathe his funeral 
urn. 

He loved New England, — people, language, soil, 
Unweaned by exile from her arid breaat. 

Farewell awhile, white-handed son of toil. 
Go with her brown-armed laborers to thy rest. 

Peace to thy slumber in the forest shade I 
Poet and patriot, every gift was thine ; 

Thy name shall live while summers bloom and fade. 
And grateful Memory guard thy leafy shrine I 
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TO THE ELEVEN LADIES 

WHO FBESENTBD ME WITH A SILYEB LOVING CUP ON 
THE TWENTY-NINTH OF AUGUST, M DCCC LXXXTX 

"Who gave tHs cup?" The secret thou wonldst 

steal 
Its brixmning flood forbids it to reveal : 
No mortal's eye shall read it till he first 
Cool the red throat of thirst. 

If on the golden floor one draught remain. 
Trust me, thy careful search will be in vain ; 
Not till the bowl is emptied shalt thou know 
The names enrolled below. 

Deeper than Truth lies buried in her well 
Those modest names the graven letters spell 
Hide from the sight ; but wait, and thou shalt see 
Who the good angels be 

Whose bounty glistens in the beauteous gift 
That friendly hands to loving lips shall lift : 
Turn the fair goblet when its floor is dry, — 
Their names shall meet thine eye. 
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Count thou their number on the beads of Heaven : 
Alas ! the clustered Pleiads are but seven ; 
Nay, the nine sister Muses are too few, — 
The Graces must add two. 

"For whom this gift?" For one who all too 

long 
Clings to his bough among the groves of song ; 
Autumn's last leaf, that spreads its faded wing 
To greet a second spring. 

Dear friends, kind friends, whatever the cup may 

hold. 
Bathing its burnished depths, will change to 

gold: 
Its last bright drop let thirsty Maenads drain, 
Its fragrance wiU remain. 

Better love's perfume in the empty bowl 
Than wine's nepenthe for the aching soul 5 
Sweeter than song that ever poet sung. 
It makes an old heart yoimg I 



THE PEAU DE CHAGRIN OF STATE STREET 

How beauteous is the bond 
In the manifold array 
Of its promises to pay. 
While the eight per cent it gives 
And the rate at which one lives 
Correspond 1 
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But at last the bough is bare 
Where the coupons one by one 
Through their ripening days have run. 
And the bond, a beggar now, 
Seeks investment anyhow. 
Anywhere I 



CACOETHES SCRIBENDI 

If all the trees in all the woods were men ; 

And each and every blade of grass a pen ; 

If every leaf on eveiy shrub aaid tree 

Turned to a sheet of foolscap ; every sea 

Were »h»ged .« ink, .nd i «„th? U™g «« 

Had nothing else to do but act as scribes^ 

And for ten thousand ages, day and night. 

The human race should write, and write, and 

write. 
Till all the pens and paper were used up. 
And the huge inkstand was an empty cup. 
Still would the scribblers clustered round its 

brink 
Call for more pens, more paper, and more ink. 



THE ROSE AND THE FERN 

Lady, life's sweetest lesson wouldst thou learn, 

Come thou with me to Love's enchanted bower 
High overhead the trellised roses bum ; 
Beneath thy feet behold the feathery fern, — 
A leaf without a flower. 
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Wliat though the rose leaves fall ? They still are 
sweet, 
And have been lovely m their beauteous prime. 
While the bare frond seems ever to repeat, 
^' For us no bud, no blossom, wakes to greet 
The joyous flowering time ! " 

Heed thou the lesson. Life has leaves to tread 
And flowers to cherish; smnmer round thee 
glows ; 
Wait not till autunm's fading robes are shed. 
But while its petals still are burning red 
Gttther life's full-blown rose I 



I LIKE YOU AND I LOVE YOU 

I LIKE YOU met I LOVE Tou, faco to face ; 

The path was narrow, and they could not pass. 

I LIKE YOU smiled ; I LOVE YOU cried, Alas I 
And so they halted for a little space. 

" Turn thou and go before," I LOVE you said, 
"Down the green pathway, bright with many 

a flower ; 
Deep in the valley, lo ! my bridal bower 

Awaits thee." But I like you shook his head. 

Then while they lingered on the span-wide shelf 
That shaped a pathway round the rocky ledge, 
I LIKE YOU bared his icy dagger's edge. 

And first he slew I love you, — then himself. 
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LA MAISON D'OB 
(bab habbob) 

Fbom this fair home behold on either side 
The restful mountains or the restless sea : 

So the warm sheltering walls of life divide 
Time and its tides from still etemiiy. 

Look on the waves : their stormy voices teach 
That not on earth may toil and struggle cease. 

Look on the mountains : better far than speedi 
Their silent promise of eternal peace. 



TOO YOUNG FOR LOVE 

Too yoimg for love? 

Ah, say not so I 
Tell reddening rose-buds not to blow I 
Wait not for spring to pass away, — 
Love's summer months begin with May I 

Too yoimg for love ? 

Ah, say not so ! 

Too young ? Too young ? 

Ah, no I no I no ! 

Too young for love ? 

Ah, say not so. 
While daisies bloom and tulips glow I 
June soon will come with lengthened day 
To practise all love learned in May. 
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Too young for love ? 
Ah, say not so ! 
Too young ? Too young ? 
Ah, no ! no I no I 



THE BROOMSTICK TRAIN ; OR, THE RETURN 

OF THE WITCHES 

Look out ! Look out, boys ! Clear the track I 
The witches are here ! They 've all come back I 
They hanged them high, — No use ! No use ! 
What cares a witch for a hangman's noose ? 
They buried them deep, but they wouldn't lie 

still, 
For cats and witches are hard to kill ; 
They swore they shouldn't and wouldn't die, — 
Books said they did, but they lie ! they lie I 

A couple of hundred years, or so. 

They had knocked about in the world below, 

When an Essex Deacon dropped in to call. 

And a homesick feeling seized them all ; 

For he came from a place they knew full well, * 

And many a tale he had to tell. 

They longed to visit the haunts of men. 

To see the old dwellings they knew again, 

And ride on their broomsticks all around 

Their wide domain of unhallowed ground. 

In Essex county there 's many a roof 
Well known to him of the cloven hoof ; 
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The amall square windows are full in view 
Which the midnight hags went sailing through. 
On their well-trained broomsticks mounted high, 
Seen like shadows against the sky ; 
Crossing the track of owls and bats. 
Hugging before them their coal-black cats. 

Well did they know, those gray old wives, 

The sights we see in our daily drives : 

Sliimmer of lake and shine of sea, 

Browne's bare hill with its lonely tree, 

(It was n't then as we see it now. 

With one scant scalp-lock to shade its brow i) 

Dusky nooks in the Sssex woods. 

Dark, dim, Dante-Hke solitudes, 

Where the tree-toad watches the s 

Glide through his forests of fern and brake ; 

Ipswich River ; its old stone bridge ; 

Far off Andover's Indian Ridge, 

And many a scene where history teUs 

Some shadow of bygone terror dwells, — 

Of " Norman's Woe " with its tale of dread, 

Of the Screeching Wonuin of Marblehead, 

(The fearful story that turns men pale : 

Don't bid me tell it, — my speech would faiL^ 

Who would not, will not, if he can, 
Bathe in the breezes of fair Cape Ann, — 
Rest in the bowers her bays enfold, 
Loved by the sachems and sqnaws of old? 
Home where the white magnolias bloom. 
Sweet with the bayberry's chaste perfume, 
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Hugged by the woods and kissed by the sea ! 
Where is the Eden like to thee ? 
For that " couple of hundred years, or so," 
There had been no peace in the world below ; 
The witches still grumbling, " It is n't fair ; 
Come, give us a taste of the upper air ! 
We 've had enough of your sulphur springs, 
And the evil odor that round them clings ; 
We long for a drink that is cool and nice, — 
Grreat buckets of water with Wenham ice ; 
We 've served you well up-stairs, you know ; 
You 're a good old — fellow — come, let us go 1 '* 

I don't feel sure of his being good. 
But he happened to be in a pleasant mood, — 
As fiends with their skins full sometimes are, — 
(He 'd been drinking with ^^ roughs " at a Boston 

bar.) 
So what does he do but up and shout 
To a graybeard turnkey, " Let 'em out 1 ^* 

To mind his orders was all he knew ; 

The gates swimg open, and out they flew. 

" Where are our broomsticks ? " the beldams cried. 

" Here are your broomsticks," an imp replied. 

" They 've been in — the place you know — so 

long 
They smell of brimstone uncommon strong ; 
But they 've gained by being left alone, — 
Just look, and you '11 see how tall they 've grown.'* 
" And where is my cat ? " a vixen squalled. 
** Yes, where are our cats ? " the witches bawled, 
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And began to call tlipm all by name : 

As fast as they called the cats, they came : 

There was bob-tailed Tommy and long-tailed Tim, 

And wall-eyed .Tacky and green-eyed Jiin, 

And splay-foot Benny and slira-legged Beau, 

And Skinny and Squally, and Jerry and Joe, 

And many another that came at call, — 

It would take too long to coimt them ail. 

All black, — one could hardly tell which was which. 

But every cat knew hia own old witch ; 

And she knew hers as hers knew her. — 

Ah, did n't they curl their tails and purr I 



No sooner the withered hags were free 

Than out they swarmed for a midnight spree ; 

I could n't tell all they did in rhymes, 

Bnt the Essex people had dreadful times. 

The Swampscott fishermen still relate 

How a strange sea-monster stole their bait ; 

How their nets were tangled in loops and knots. 

And they found dead crabs in their lobster-pots. 

Poor Danvers grieved for her blasted crops, 

And Wilmington mourned over mildewed hops. 

A blight played havoc with Beverly beans, — 

It was all the work of those hateful queans ! 

A dreadful panic began at " Pride's," 

Where the witches stopped in their midnight rides, 

And there rose strange rumors and vague alarms 

'Mid the peaceful dwellers at Beverly Farms. 



Now when the Boss of the Beldams found 
That without his leave they were ramping round, 



The Broomstick Train 



^1 
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He called, — they could hear him twenty miles, 

From Chelsea beach to the Misery Isles ; 

The deafest old gramiy knew his tone 

Without the trick of the telephone. 

" Come here, you witches ! Come here 1 " says he, — 

" At your games of old, without asking me I 

I 'U give you a Kttle job to do 

That will keep you stirring, you godless crew I " 

They came, of course, at their master's call, 
The witches, the broomsticks, the cats, and all; 
He led the hag's to a railway train 

" Now, then," says he, " you 've had your fun, 
And here are the cars you 've got to run. 
The driver may just imhitch his team. 
We don't want horses, we don't want steam ; 
You may keep your old black cats to hug, 
But the loaded train you 've got to lug." 

Since then on many a car you 'U see 
A broomstick plain as plain can be ; 
On every stick there 's a witch astride, — 
■ne ^ ,.. ». u. her leg » tied. 

She will do a mischief if she can, 

But the string is held by a careful man. 

And whenever the evil-minded witch 

Would cut some caper, he gives a twitch. 

As for the hag, you can't see her. 

But hark ! you can hear her black cat's purr. 

And now and then, as a car goes by, 

Tou may catch a gleam from her wicked eye. 
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Often you 've looked on a rushing train, 
But just what moved it was mt so pl^. 
It could n't be those ivires above. 
For they could neither pull nor shove ; 
Where was the motor that made it go 
You could n't guess, but now you know. 

Kemember my rhymes when you ride again 
On the rattling rail by the broomstick traiu ! 



While in my simple gospel creed 
That " God ia Love " so plain I read. 
Shall dreams of heathen birth affright 
My pathway through the coming night ? 
Ah, Lord of life, though spectres pale 
Fill with their threats the shadowy vale, 
With Thee my faltering stepa to lud. 
How can I dare to be afraid ? 

Shall mouldering page or fading scroll 
Outface the charter of the soul ? 
Shall priesthood's palsied arm protect 
The wrong our human hearts reject. 
And smite the lips whose shuddering cry 
Proclaims a cruel creed a lie ? 
The wizard's rope we disallow 
Was justice once, — is murder now I 

Is there a world of blank desp^r, 
And dwells the Omnipresent there ? 



I 
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Does He behold with smile serene 
The shows of that unending scene, 
Where sleepless, hopeless anguish lies, 
And, ever dying, never dies ? 
Say, does He hear the sufferer's groan. 
And is that child of wrath his own ? 

O mortal, wavering in thy trust. 
Lift thy pale forehead from the dust ! 
The mists that cloud thy darkened eyes 
Fade ere they reach the o'erarching skies I 
When the blind heralds of despair 
Would bid thee doubt a Father's <;are, 
Look up from earth, and read above 
On heaven's blue tablet, God is Love I 
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The glory has passed from the goldenrod's plume, 
The purple-hued asters still linger in bloom : 
The birch is bright yellow, the sumachs are red. 
The maples like torches aflame overhead. 

But what if the joy of the summer is past. 
And winter's wild herald is blowing his blast ? 
For me dull November is sweeter than May, 
For my love is its sunshine, — she meets me to-day I 

Will she come ? Will the ring-dove return to her 

nest? 
Will the needle swing back from the east or the 

west? 
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At the stroke of the hour she will he at her gate ; 
A friend may prove laggard, — love never comes 

late. 



Do I see her afar in the distance? Not yet. 
Too early I Too early 1 She could not forgetl 
When I cross the old bridge where the brook over- 
flowed, 
She will flash fidl in sight at the turn of the road. 

I pass the low wall where the ivy entwines ; 

I tread the brown pathway that leads through the 

pines ; 
I haste by the boulder that lies in the field. 
Where her promise at parting was lovingly sealed. 

Will she come by the hillside or round through the 

wood? 
Will she wear her brown dress or her mantle and 

hood? 
The minute draws near, — but her watch may go 

wrong; 
My heart will be asking. What keeps her so long ? 

Why doubt for a moment ? More shame if I do ! 
Why question ? Why tremble ? Are angels more 

true? 
She would come to the lover who calls her his own 
Though she trod in the track of a whirling cyclone I 

I crossed the old bridge ere the minute had passed. 
I looked : lo I my Love stood before me at last. 
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Her eyes, how they sparkled, her cheeks, how they 

glowed. 
As we met, face to face, at the turn of the road ! 



mVITA MINERVA 

Vex not the Muse with idle prayers, — 

She will not hear thy call ; 
She steals upon thee unawares, 

Or seeks thee not at all. 

Soft as the moonbeams when they sought 

Endymion's fragrant bower. 
She parts the whispering leaves of thought 

To show her full-blown flower. 

For thee her wooing hour has passed. 

The singing birds have flown, 
And winter comes with icy blast 

To chill thy buds unblown. 

Yet, though the woods no longer thrill 

As once their arches rung, 
Sweet echoes hover round thee still 

Of songs thy smnmer sung. 

Live in thy past ; await no more 
The rush of heaven-sent wings ; 

Earth still has music left in store 
While Memory sighs and sings. 
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FIVE STORIES AND A SEQUEL 



TO MY OLD KEADERS 

ToTJ know " The Teacups," that congeuial set 
Which round the Teapot you have often met; 
The grave Dictator, Mm you knew of old, — 
Knew as the shepherd of another fold : 
Grayer he looks, lesa youthful, but the same 
Ab when you called him by a different name. 

Near him the Mistress, whose experienced skill 
Has taught her duly every cup to fill ; 
" Weak ; " " strong ; " " cool ; " " lukewarm ; " " hot 

as you can pour ; " 
" No sweetening ; " " sugared ; " " two lumps ; " 
" one lump more," 

Next, the Professor, whose scholastic phrase 
At every turn the teacher's tongue betraya, 
Trying so bard to make his speech precise 
The captious listener finds it ovemice. 

Nor be forgotten our Annexes twain, 
Nor He, the owner of the squinting brain. 
Which, while its curious fancies we pursue. 
Oft makes us question, " Are we crack-br^ed 
too?" 
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Along the board our growing Kst extends, 
As one by one we count our clustering friends, — 
The youthful Doctor waiting for his share 
Of fits and fevers when his crown gets bare ; 
In strong, dark lines our square-nibbed pen should 

draw 
The lordly presence of the Man of Law ; 
Our bashful TuTOB claims a humbler place, 
A lighter touch, his slender form to trace. 
Mark the fair lady he is seated by, — 
Some say he is her lover, — some deny, — 
Watch them together, — time alone can show 
If dead-ripe friendship turns to love or no. 
Where in my list of phrases shall I seek 
The fitting words of Number Five to speak ? 
Such task demands a readier pen than mine, — 
What if I steal the Tutor's Valentine ? 

Why should I call her grackma^ winning^ fair f 
Why with the loveliest of her sex compare ? 
Those varied charms have many a Muse inr 

spired^ — 
At last their worn superlatives have tired ; 
Witj beauty^ sweetness^ each alluring grace. 
All these in honeyed verse have found their places 
I need them not, — two little words I find 
Which hold them all in happiest form combined; 
No more with baffled language will I strive, — 
All in one breath I utter : Number Five! 

Now count our teaspoons — if you care to learn 
How many tinkling cups were served in turn, — 
Add all together, you will find them ten, — 
Our young Musician joined us now and then. 
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Our bright Delilah you must needs recall. 
The comely handmaid, youngest of us all ; 
Need I remind you how the little maid 
Came at a pinch to our Prof esaor'a aid, — 
Trimmed his long locks with unrelenting shears 
And eased his looks of lialf a score of years ? 



Sometimes, at table, as yon well must know, 
The stream of talk will all at once run low. 
The air seems smitten with a sudden ehiU, 
The wit grows silent and the gossip still ; 
This was our poet's chance, the hour of need, 
"When rhymes and stories we were used to read. 

One day a whisper round the teacups stole, — 
"iVb scrap of paper in the silver howl!" 
(Our " poet's corner " may I not expect 
My Idndly reader still may recollect ?) 

" What ! not a line to keep our souls alive ? " 
Spoke in her silvery accents Number Five. 
" No matter, something we must find to read, — 
Find it or make it, — yes, we must indeed I 
Now I remember I have seen at times 
Some curious stories in a book of rhymes, — 
How certain secrets, long in silence sealed, 
In after days were guessed at or revealed. 
Those stories, doubtless, some of you must know, — 
They all were written many a year ago ; 
But an old story, be it false or true, 
Twice told, well told, is twice as good as new ; 
Wait but three sips and I will go myself, 
And fetch the book of verses from its shelf." 

No time was lost in finding what she sought, —• 
Grone but one moment, — lo I the book is brought. 
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** Now, then, Professor, fortune has decreed 
That you, this evening, shall be first to read, — 
Lucky for us that listen, for in fact 
Who I'eads this poem must know how to acV* 

Bight well she knew that in his greener age 
He had a mighty hankering for the stage. 
The patient audience had not long to wait ; 
Pleased with his chance, he smiled and took the 

bait; 
Through his wild hair his coaxing fingers ran, — 
He spread the page before him and began. 



THE BANKER'S SECRET 

The Banker's dinner is the stateliest feast 
The town has heard of for a year, at least ; 
The sparry lustres shed their broadest blaze, 
Damask and silver catch and spread the rays ; 
The florist's iriumphs crown Z daintier s^il 
Won from the sea, the forest, or the soil ; 
The steaming hot-house yields its largest pines, 
The sunless vaults unearth their oldest wines ; 
With one admiring look the scene survey. 
And turn a moment from the bright display. 

Of all the joys of earthly pride or power. 
What gives most life, worth living, in an hour? 
When Victory settles on the doubtful fight 
And the last foeman wheels in panting flight, 
No thrill like this is felt beneath the sun ; 
Life's sovereign moment is a battle won. 
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But say what next ? To shape a Senate's choice, 

By the strong magic of the master's voice ; 

To ride the stormy tempest of debate 

That whirls the wavering fortunes of the state. 
Third in the list, the happy lover's prize 

Is won hy honeyed words from women's eyes. 

If some would have it fii-st instead of third. 

So let it be, — I answer not a word. 

The fourth, — sweet readers, let the thoughtless 
half 

Have its small shrug and inoffensive laogh ; 

Let the grave quarter wear its virtuous frown. 

The stem half-quarter try to scowl us down ; 

But the last eighth, the choice and sifted few, 

Will hear my words, and, pleased, confess them 
true. 

Among the great whom Heaven has made to 

shine. 
How few have learned the art of arts, — to dine ! 
Nature, indulgent to our daily need. 
Kind-hearted mother I taught us all to feed ; 
But the chief art, — how rarely Nature flings 
This choicest gift among her social kings I 
Say, man of truth, has life a brighter hour 
Than waits the chosen guest who knows his power ? 

He moves with ease, itself an angel charm, — 
Lifts with light touch my lady's jewelled arm, 
Slides to his seat, half leading and half led, 
Smiling but quiet till the gi'ace is said, 
Tlien gently kindles, while by slow degrees 
Creep softly out the little arts that please ; 
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Bright looks, the cheerful language of the eye, 
The neat, crisp question and the gay reply, — 
Talk light and airy, such as well may pass 
Between the rested fork and lifted glass ; — 
With play like this the earlier evening flies, 
Till rustling silks proclaim the ladies rise. 

His hour has come, — he looks along the chairs, 
As the Great Duke surveyed his iron squares. 
That 's the yoimg traveller, — is n't much to 

show, — 
Fast on the road, but at the table slow. 
Next him, — you see the author in his look, — 
His forehead lined with wrinkles like a book, — 
Wrote the great history of the ancient Huns, — 
Holds back to fire among the heavy guns. 
Oh, there 's our poet seated at his side. 
Beloved of ladies, soft, cerulean-eyed. 
Poets are prosy in their common talk. 
As the fast trotters, for the most part, walk. 
And there 's our well-dressed gentleman, who sits, 
By right divine, no doubt, among the wits. 
Who airs his tailor's patterns when he walks. 
The man that often speaks, but never talks. 
Why should he talk, whose presence lends a gnu^ 
To every table where he shows his face ? 
He knows the manual of the silver fork. 
Can name his claret — if he sees the cork, — 
Bemark that " White-top " was considered fine, 
But swear the " Juno " is the better wine ; — 
Is not this talking ? Ask Quintilian's rules ; 
If they say No, the town has many fools. 
Pause for a moment, — for our eyes behold 
The plain unsceptred king, the man of gold, 
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The thrice illustrious threefold millionnaire ; 
Mark his slow-creeping, dead, metallic stare ; 
His eyes, dull gUmmering, like the balance-pan 
That weighs its guinea as he weighs his man. 
Who 's next? An artist in a satin tie 
Whose ample folds defeat the curious eye. 
And there 's the cousin, — must be asked, you 

know, — 
Looks like a spinster at a baby-show. 
Hope he is cool, — they set him next the door, — 
And likes his place, between the gap and bore. 
Next comes a Congressman, distinguished guest I 
We don't count him, — they asked him with the 

rest; 
And then some white cravats, with well-shaped ties, 
And heads above them which their owners prize. 

Of all that cluster round the genial board, 
Not one so radiant as the banquet's lord. 
Some say they fancy, but they know not why, 
A shade of trouble brooding in his eye. 
Nothing, perhaps, — the rooms are overhot, — 
Yet see his cheek, — the dull-red burning spot, — 
Taste the brown sherry which he does not pass, — 
Ha ! That is brandy ; see him fill his glass I 

But not forgetful of his feasting friends, 
To each in turn some lively word he sends ; 
See how he throws his baited lines about. 
And plays his men as anglers play their trout. 

With the dry sticks all bonfires are begun; 
Bring the first fagot, proser number one I 
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A question drops among the listening crew 
And hits the traveller, pat on Timbuctoo. 
We 're on the Niger, somewhere near its source, — 
Not the least hurry, take the river's course 
Through Kissi, Foota, Kankan, Bammakoo, 
Bambarra, Sego, so to Timbuctoo, 
Thence down to Youri ; — stop him if we can. 
We can't fare worse, — wake up the Congress- 
man ! 
The Congressman, once on his talking legs. 
Stirs up his knowledge to its thickest dregs ; 
Tremendous draught for dining men to quaff I 
Nothing will choke him but a purpling laugh. 
A word, — a shout, — a mighty roar, — 't is done ; 
Extinguished ; lassoed by a treacherous pun. 

A laugh is priming to the loaded soul ; 
The scattering shots become a steady roll, 
Broke by sharp cracks that run along the line, 
The light artillery of the talker's wine. 
The kindling goblets flame with golden dews, 
The hoarded flasks their tawny fire diffuse, 
And the Rhine's breast -milk gushes cold and 

bright. 
Pale as the moon and maddening as her light ; 
With crimson juice the thirsty southern sky 
Sucks from the hills where buried armies lie. 
So that the dreamy passion it imparts 
Is drawn from heroes' bones and lovers' hearts. 

But lulls will come ; the flashing soul transmits 
Its gleams of light in alternating fits. 
The shower of talk that rattled down amain 
Ends in small patterings like an April's rain ; 
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The voices halt ; the game is at a stand ; 
Now for a solo from the master-hand I 

'T is but a story, — quite a simple thing, — 
An aria touched upon a single string, 
But every accent comes with such a grace 
The stupid servants listen in their place. 
Each with his waiter in his lifted hands. 
Still as a well-bred pointer when he stands. 
A query checks him : '^ Is he quite exact ? " 
(This from a grizzled, square-jawed man of fact.^ 
The sparkling story leaves him to his fate. 
Crushed by a witness, smothered with a date, 
As a swift river, sown with many a star, 
Bims brighter, rippling on a shallow bar. 
The smooth divine suggests a graver doubt ; 
A neat quotation bowls the parson out ; 
Then, sliding gayly from his own display. 
He lau^rhs the learned dulness all away. 

So,^th the merry tale and jovial song, 
The jocund evening whirls itself along. 
Till the last chorus shrieks its loud encore^ 
And the white neckcloths vanish through the 
door. 

One savage word ! — The menials know its tone. 
And slink away ; the master stands alone. 
" Well played, by " ; breathe not what were 

best tmheard ; 
His goblet shivers while he speaks the word, — 
" If wine tells truth, — and so have said the 

wise, — 
It makes me laugh to think how brandy lies I 
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Bankrupt to-morrow, — miUionnaire to-day, — 
The farce is over, — now begins the play I '* 

The spring he touches lets a panel glide ; 
An iron closet lurks beneath the slide. 
Bright with such treasures as a search might bring 
From the deep pockets of a truant king. 
Two diamonds, eyeballs of a god of bronze. 
Bought from his faithful priest, a pious bonze ; 
A string of brilliants ; rubies, three or four ; 
Bags of old coin and bars of virgin ore ; 
A jewelled poniard and a Turkish knife, 
Noiseless and useful if we come to strife. 

Gone I As a pirate flies before the wind, 
And not one tear for all he leaves behind ! 
From all the love his better years have known 
Fled like a felon, — ah I but not alone ! 
The chariot flashes through a lantern's glare, — 
Oh the wild eyes I the storm of sable hair I 
Still to his side the broken heart will cling, — 
The bride of shame, the wife without the ring : 
Hark, the deep oath, — the wail of frenzied woe, — 
Lost ! lost to hope of Heaven and peace below I 

He kept his secret ; but the seed of crime 
Bursts of itself in God's appointed time. 
The lives he wrecked were scattered far and wide 5 
One never blamed nor wept, — she only died. 
None knew his lot, though idle tongues would say 
He sought a lonely refuge far away. 
And there, with borrowed name and altered mien, 
He died unheeded, as he lived tmseen. 
The moral market had the usual chills 
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Of Virtue suffering from protented bills ; 
The White Cravats, to frieudship's memory true, 
Sighed for the past, Hurveyed the future too ; 
Their sorrow breathed in one expressive line, — 
** Gave pleaaant diimera ; who has got his wine ? " 



The reader paused, — the Teacups knew his 
ways, — 
He, like the rest, was not averse to praise. 
Voices and hands united ; every one 
Joined in approval : " Number Three, well done I " 

*'Now for the Exile's story; if my wita 
Are not at fault, his curious record fits 
Neatly as sequel to the tale we 've heard ; 
Not wholly wild the fancy, nor absurd 
That this our island hermit well might be 
That story's hero, fled from over sea. 
Come, Number Seven, we would not have you 

strain 
The fertile powers of that inventive brain. 
Eead us ' The Exile's Secret' ; there's enough 
Of dream-like fiction and fantastic stuff 
In the strange web of mystery that invests 
The lonely isle where sea birds build their nests." 



" Lies I naught but lies ! " so Number Seven 
began, — 
No harm was known of that secluded man. 
He lived alone, — who would n't if he might. 
And leave the rogues and idiots out of sight ? 
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A foolish story, — still, I '11 do my best, — 
The house was real, — don't believe the rest. 
How could a ruined dwelling last so long 
Without its legends shaped in tale and song? 
Who was this man of whom they tell the lies ? 
Perhaps — why not ? — Napoleon 1 in disguise, — 
So some said, kidnapped from his ocean coop, 
Brought to this island in a coasting sloop, — 
Meanwhile a sham Napoleon in his place 
Played Nap. and saved Sir Hudson from disgrace. 
Such was one story ; others used to say, 
" No, — not Napoleon, — it was Marshal Ney." 
*' Shot ? " Yes, no doubt, but not with balls of 

lead. 
But balls of pith that never shoot folks dead. 
He wandered roimd, lived South for many a year, 
At last came North and fixed his dwelling here. 
Choose which you will of all the tales that pile 
Their mingling fables on the tree-crowned isle. 

Who wrote this modest version I suppose 
That truthful Teacup, our Dictator, knows ; 
Made up of various legends, it would seem, 
The sailor's yam, the crazy poet's dream. 
Such tales as this, by simple souls received, 
At first are stared at and at last believed ; 
From threads like this the grave historians try 
To weave their webs, and never know they lie. 
Hear, then, the fables that have gathered round 
The lonely home an exiled stranger found. 
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THE EXILE'S SECRET 

Ye that have faced the billows and the spray 
Of good St. Botolph'a island-stutlded bay, 
As from the gliding bark your eye has Bcanned 
The beaconed rocks, the wave-girt hills of sand. 
Have ye not marked one elm-o'ershadowed isle, 
Bound aa the dimple chased in beauty's smile, — 
A stain of verdure on an azure field, 
Set like a jewel in a battered shield ? 
Fixed in the narrow gorge of Ocean's path, 
Peaceful it meets him in his hour of wrath j 
When the mailed Titan, scourged by hissing gales, 
Writhes in his glistening coat of clashing scales, 
The storm-beat island spreads its tranquil green, 
Calm aa an emerald on an angry queen. 

So fair when distant shoidd be fairer near ; 
A boat shall waft us from the outstretched pier. 
The breeze blows fresh ; we reach the island's edge. 
Our shallop rustling through the yielding sedge. 

No welcome gi'eets ns on the desert isle ; 
Those elms, far-shadowing, hide no stately pile : 
Yet these green ridges mark an ancient road ; 
And lo I the traces of a fair abode ; 
The long gray line that marks a garden-wall. 
And heaps of fallen beams, — flre-branded alL 

Who sees unmoved, a ruin at his feet, 
The lowliest home where human hearts have beat ? 
Its hearthstone, shaded with the bistre stain 
A century's showery torrents wash in vain ; 



J 
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Its starving orchard, where the thistle blows 
And mossy trunks still mark the broken rows ; 
Its chinmey-loving poplar, oftenest seen 
Next an old roof, or where a roof has been ; 
Its knot-grass, plantain, — all the social weeds, 
Man's mute companions, following where he leads ; 
Its dwarfed, pale flowers, that show their straggling 

heads, 
Sown by the wind from grass-choked garden-beds ; 
Its woodbine, creeping where it used to climb ; 
Its roses, breathing of the olden time ; 
All the poor shows the curious idler sees. 
As life's thin shadows waste by slow degrees. 
Till naught remains, the saddening tale to tell, 
Save home's last wrecks, — the cellar and the well? 

And whose the home that strews in black decay 
The one green-glowing island of the bay? 
Some dark-browed pirate's, jealous of the fate 
That seized the strangled wretch of " Nix's Mate " ? 
Some forger's, skulking in a borrowed name, 
Whom Tyburn's dangling halter yet may claim? 
Some wan-eyed exile's, wealth and sorrow's heir, 
Who sought a lone retreat for tears and prayer? 
Some brooding poet's, sure of deathless fame, 
Had not his epic perished in the flame ? 
Or some gray wooer's, whom a girlish frown 
Chased from his solid friends and sober town? 
Or some plain tradesman's, fond of shade and ease, 
Who sought them both beneath these quiet trees ? 
Why question mutes no question can unlock. 
Dumb as the legend on the Dighton rock ? 
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One thing at least these mined heaps declare, — ■ 
They were a shelter once ; a man lived there. 

But where the charred and crumbling records 
fail. 
Some breatliing lipa may piece the haK-told tale ; 
No man may live with neighbors such as these. 
Though girt with walls of rock and angry seas, 
And shield his home, his children, or his wife, 
Hia ways, his means, his vote, his creed, his life, 
From the dread sovereignty of Ears and Eyes 
And the small member that beneath them liea. 

They told strange things of that mysterioua man ; 
Believe who will, deny them such as can ; 
Why should we fret if every passing sail 
Had its old seaman talking on the rail ? 
The deep-sunk schooner stuffed with Eastern lime. 
Slow wedging on, as if the waves were slime ; 
The knife-edged chpper with her ruffled spars. 
The pawing steamer with her mane of stars, 
The hull-browed galliot butting through the stream. 
The wide-aailed yacht that shpped along her beam. 
The deck-piled sloops, the pinched ehebacco-boats. 
The frigate, black with thunder-freighted throats, 
All had their talk about the lonely man ; 
And thus, in varying phrase, the story ran. 

His name had cost him little care to seek. 
Plain, honest, brief, a decent name to speak, 
Common, not vulgar, just the kind that slips 
With least suggestion from a stranger's lips. 
His birthplace England, as his speech might show. 
Or his hale cheek, that wore the red-streak's glow; 
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His mouth sharp-moulded ; in its mirth or scorn 
There came a flash as from the milky com, 
When from the ear you rip the rustling sheath, 
And the white ridges show their even teeth. 
His stature moderate, but his strength confessed, 
In spite of broadcloth, by his ample breast ; 
Full-armed, thick-handed ; one that had been 

strong. 
And might be dangerous still, if things went wrong. 
He lived at ease beneath his elm-trees' shade. 
Did naught for gain, yet all his debts were paid ; 
Bich, so 't was thought, but careful of his store ; 
Had all he needed, claimed to have no more. 

But some that lingered round the isle at night 
Spoke of strange stealthy doings in their sight ; 
Of creeping lonely visits that he made 
To nooks and comers, with a torch and spade. 
Some said they saw the hollow of a cave ; 
One, given to fables, swore it was a grave ; 
Whereat some shuddered, others boldly cried, 
Those prowling boatmen lied, and knew they lied. 

They said his house was framed with curious 
cares. 
Lest some old friend might enter imawares ; 
That on the platform at his chamber's door 
Hinged a loose square that opened through the floor ; 
Touch the black silken tassel next the bell, 
Down, with a crash, the flapping trap-door fell ; 
Three stories deep the falling wretch would strike, 
To Writhe at leisure on a boarder's pike. 

By day armed always ; double-armed at night, 
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His tool<) lay round biin ; wake him such as i 
A carbine hung beside hia India fan. 
His hand could reach a Turkish ataghan ; 
Pistols, with quaint-carved stocks and barrels gilt, 
Crossed a long dagger with a jewelled hilt ; 
A slashing cutlass stretched along the bed ; — 
All this was what those IjTng boatmen said. 

Then some were full of wondrous stories told 
Of great oak chests and cupboards full o£ gold; 
Of the wedged ingots and the silver bars 
That cost old pirates ugly sabre-scars ; 
How his laced wallet often would disgorge 
The fresh-faced guinea of an English Geoige, 
Or sweated ducat, palmed by Jews of yore, 
Or double Joe, or Portuguese moidore ; 
And how his finger wore a rubied ring 
Fit for the white-necked play-girl of a king. 
But these fine legends, told with staring eyes. 
Met with small credence from the old and wise. 



d; 

.4 



Why tell each idle guess, each whisper vmu ? 
Enough : the scorched and cindered beams remain. 
He came, a silent pilgrim to the West, 
Some old-world mystery throbbing in his breaat^^ 
Close to the thronging mart he dwelt alone ; d^H 
He lived ; he died. The rest is all unknown. ^^H 

Stranger, whose eyes the shadowy Isle survey, 
As the black steamer dashes through the bay. 
Why ask his buried secret to divine ? 
He was thy brother ; speak, and tell ni 
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Silence at first, a kind of spell-bound pause ; 
Then all the Teacups tinkled their applause ; 
When that was hushed no sound the stillness broke 
Till once again the soft-voiced lady spoke : 

" The Lover's Secret, — surely that must need 
The youngest voice our table holds to read. 
Which of our two * Annexes ' shall we choose? 
Either were charming, neither wiU refuse ; 
But choose we must, — what better can we do 
Than take the younger of the youthful two ?'* 

True to the primal instinct of her sex, 
" Why, that means m6," half whispered each An- 
nex. 
" What if it does ? " the voiceless question came. 
That set those pale New England cheeks aflame ; 
" Ova old-world scholar may have ways to teach 
Of Oxford English, Britain's purest speech, — 
She shall be youngest, — yoimgestybr to-day^ — 
Our dates we 'U fix hereafter as we may ; 
All rights reserved^ — the words we know so well, 
That guard the claims of books which never selL" 

The British maiden bowed a pleased assent, 
Her two long ringlets swinging as she bent ; 
The gKstening eyes her eager soul looked through 
Betrayed her lineage in their Saxon blue. 
Backward she flung each too obtrusive curl 
And thus began, — the rose-lipped English girl. 
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What ailed young Lucius? Art liadTainly tried 
To goess his ill» and found herself defied. 
The Augur plied his leg^idaiy skill ; 
Useless ; the &ir young Rcmian languished stUL 
His chariot took him eveir ehmdless day 
Along the Pincian Hill or Appian Way ; 
They mhbed his wasted limbs nidi snlphnroas oil, 
Oooed frran the £auM>ff Orient's heated soil ; 
They led him tottering down the steamy paA 
Where bubbling fountains filled the thermal balii ; 
Borne in his Htter to Egerias caTe, 
They washed hinu shivering* in hor icj ware. 
They sought all curious herbs and costly stones. 
They scraped the moss that grew on dead men's 

K>Qes« 
They tried an cures the Totive tablets taught, 
Scoured CTerr place whence heaEi^ dn^ woe 

brooght* 
OVr ThracLui hills his breathless eoori»s ran. 
His sLiTcs wavlaid the STrian caraTan. 

At last a servant heard a stranger speak 
A new chirurgeon's njuoae : a clevar Gre^ 
<^d3Ied in his art : from. Per!3:amiis he came 
To Rome bat latehr : GjlLEX was the name. 
The Greek w^is called: a man with piercnig ^e^ 
Who must be cunning, and who might be w&e. 
He :>poke bac lictle. — if they pleased^ he said. 
He ^d w:dc awhile beside the suriferer^s bedi. 
So fov his :>ide he s;]kC« sen^ne and calm^ 
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His very accents soft as healing balm ; 

Not curious seemed, but every movement spied. 

His sharp eyes searching where they seemed to 

glide; 
Asked a few questions, — what he felt, and where? 
" A pain just here," " A constant beating there." 
Who ordered bathing for his aches and ails ? 
** Charmis, the water-doctor from Marseilles." 
What was the last prescription in his case ? 
" A draught of wine with powdered chrysoprase.'* 
Had he no secret grief he nursed alone ? 
A pause ; a little tremor ; answer, — " None." 

Thoughtful, a moment, sat the cunning leech, 
And muttered " Eros ! " in his native speech. 

In the broad atrium various friends await 
The last new utterance from the lips of fate ; 
Men, matrons, maids, they talk the question o'er, 
And, restless, pace the tessellated floor. 
Not unobserved the youth so long had pined 
By gentle-hearted dames and damsels kind ; 
One with the rest, a rich Patrician's pride. 
The lady Hermia, called " the golden-eyed " ; 
The same the old Proconsul fain must woo. 
Whom, one dark night, a masked sicarius slew ; 
The same black Crassus over roughly pressed 
To hear his suit, — the Tiber knows the rest. 
(Crassus was missed next morning by his set; 
Next week the fishers found him in their net.) 
She with the others paced the ample hall. 
Fairest, alas ! and saddest of them all. 

At length the Greek declared, with puzzled face, 
Some strange enchantment mingled in the case, 
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And naught would serve to act as eoimter-chami 
Save a warm bracelet from a maiden's arm. 
Not every maiden's, — many might be tried ; 
Which not in vain, experience must decide. 
Were there no damsels willing to attend 
And do such service for a suffering friend ? 

The message passed among the waiting crowd. 
First in a whisper, then proclaimed aloud. 
Some wore no jewels ; some were disincliDed, 
For reasons better guessed at than defined ; 
Though all were saints, — at least professed to 

be, — 
The list all counted, there were named bnt three. 

The leech, still seated by the patient's side. 
Held his thin wrist, and watched him, eagle-eyed. 

Aurelia first, a fair-haired Tuscan girl, 
Slipped off her golden asp, with eyes of pearl. 
His solemn head the grave physician shook ; 
The waxen features thanked her with a loo^ 

Olympia next, a creature h^lf divine. 
Sprang from the blood of old Evander's line, 
Held her white arm, that wore a twisted chain 
Clasped with an opal-sheeny cymophane. 
In vain, O daughter ! said the baffled Greek. 
The patient sighed the thanks he could not speak. 

Last, Hermia entered ; look, that sudden start \ 
The pallium heaves above his leaping heart ; 
The beating pulse, the cheek's rekindled flame, 
Those ijuivering lips, the secret all proclaim. 
The deep disease long throbbing in the breast, 
The dread enchantment, all at once confessed I 
The ease was plain ; the treatment was begun ; 
And Love soon cured the mischief he had done. 
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Young Love, too oft thy treacherous bandage slips 
Down from the eyes it bUnded to the Kps ! 
Ask not the Gods, O youth, for clearer sight, 
But the bold heart to plead thy cause aright. 
And thou, fair maiden, when thy lovers sigh. 
Suspect thy flattering ear, but trust thine eye ; 
And learn this secret from the tale of old : 
No love so true as love that dies untold. 



" Bravo, Annex ! " they shouted, every one, — 
** Not Mrs. Kemble's self had better done." 
" Quite so," she stammered in her awkward way, — 
Not just the thing, but something she must say. 

The teaspoon chorus tinkled to its close 
When from his chair the Man op Law arose. 
Called by her voice whose mandate all obeyed. 
And took the open volmne she displayed. 
Tall, stately, strong, his form begins to own 
Some slight exuberance in its central zone, — 
That comely fulness of the growing girth 
Which fifty smnmers lend the sons of earth. 
A smooth, round disk about whose margin stray. 
Above the temples, glistening threads of gray ; 
Strong, deep-cut grooves by toilsome decades 

wrought 
On brow and mouth, the battle-fields of thought ; 
A voice that lingers in the listener's ear. 
Grave, calm, far-reaching, every accent clear, — 
(Those tones resistless many a foreman knew 
That shaped their verdict ere the twelve withdrew ;) 
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A Btatesman's foreliead, athlete's throat and jj 
Such the proud semblance of the Maii of Law. 
His eye just lighted on the printed leaf. 
Held as a practised pleader holds liis brief. 
One whispered softly from behind his cup, 
" He does not read, — his book is wrong side up I 
He knows the story that it holds by heart, — 
So like his own ! How well he '11 act his part! " 

Then all were silent ; not a rustling fan 
Stirred the deep stillness as the voice began. ^^ 
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Who of all statesmen is his country's pride. 
Her councils' prompter and her leaders' guide ? 
He speaks ; the nation holds its breath to bear ; 
He nods, and shakes the Bunset hemisphere. 
Bom where the primal fount of Nature springg 
By the rude cradles of her throneless kings, ^Cl 
In his proud eye her royal signet fiames, ^^H 

By his own lips her Monarch she proclaims. ^^1 

Why name his countless triumphs, whom to meet 
Is to be famous, envied in defeat? 
The keen debaters, trained to brawls and strife, 
Who fire one shot, and finish with the knife, 
Tried hini but once, and, cowering in their shame, 
Ground their hacked blades to strike at meanet 

game. 
The lordly chief, his party's central stay, 
Whose lightest word a hundred votes obey, 
Found a new listener seated at his side, 
Looked iu his eye, and felt himself defied, 
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Flung his rash gauntlet on the startled floor, 
Met the all-conquering, fought, — and ruled no 

more. 
See where he moves, what eager crowds attend I 
What shouts of thronging multitudes ascend I 
If this is life, — to mark with every hour 
The purple deepening in his robes of power, 
To see the painted fruits of honor fall 
Thick at his feet, and choose among them all. 
To hear the sounds that shape his spreading name 
Peal through the myriad organ-stops of fame. 
Stamp the lone isle that spots the seaman's chart, 
And crown the pillared glory of the mart, 
To count as peers the few supremely wise 
Who mark their planet in the angels' eyes, — 
If this is life — 

What savage man is he 
Who strides alone beside the soimding sea ? 
Alone he wanders by the murmuring shore. 
His thoughts as restless as the waves that roar ; 
Looks on the sullen sky as stormy-browed 
As on the waves yon tempest-brooding cloud, 
Heaves from his aching breast a wailing sigh. 
Sad as the gust that sweeps the clouded sky. 
Ask him his griefs; what midnight demons plough 
The lines of torture on his lofty brow ; 
Unlock those marble lips, and bid them speak 
The mystery freezing in his bloodless cheek. 
His secret ? Hid beneath a flimsy word ; 
One f ooKsh whisper that ambition heard ; 
And thus it spake : " Behold yon gilded chair. 
The world's one vacant throne, — thy place is 

there ! " 
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Ab, fatal dream ! Wliat warning spectres meet 
In gtaatly circle ronnd its shadowy aeat I 
Yet still the Tempter murmurs in his ear 
The maddening taunt he cannot choose but hear : 
" Meanest o£ slaves, by gods and men accurst, 
He who is second when he might be fii'st ! 
Climb with bold front tbe ladder's topmost round, 
Or chain thy creeping footsteps to the ground ! " 

Illustrious Dupe ! Have those majestic eyes 
Lost their proud tire for such a vulgar prize? ^^H 
Art thou the last of all mankind to know ^^^| 
That party-fights are won by aiming low? ^^H 
Thon, stamped by Nature with her royal sign. 
That party-hirelings hate a look like thine ? 
Shake from thy sense the wild delusive dream I 
Without the purple, art thou not supreme ? 
And soothed by love unbought, thy heart shall own 
A nation's homage nobler than its throne ! 



Loud rang the plaudits ; with them rose the thought, 
" Would he had learned the lesson he has taught ! " 
Used to the tributes of the noisy crowd, 
The stately speaker calmly smiled and bowed ; 
The fire within a flushing cheek betrayed, 
Audeyesthatbumed beneath their penthouse shade. 

"The clock strikes ten, the hours are flying 
fast,— 
Now, Number Five, we Ve kept you till the last I " 

What music charms like those cares^ng tones 
Whose magic influence every listener owns, - 
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Where all the woman finds herself expressed, 
And Heaven's divinest effluence breathes confessed? 
Such was the breath that wooed our ravished ears, 
Sweet as the voice a dreaming vestal hears • 
Soft as the murmur of a brooding dove, 
It told the mystery of a mother's love. 

THE MOTHER'S SECRET 

How sweet the sacred legend — if imblamed 
In my slight verse such holy things are named — 
Of Mary's secret hours of hidden joy, 
Silent, but pondering on her wondrous boy ! 
Ave, Maria I Pardon, if I wrong 
Those heavenly words that shame my earthly song \ 

The choral host had closed the Angel's strain 
Sung to the listening watch on Bethlehem's plain, 
And now the shepherds, hastening on their way, 
Sought the still hamlet where the Infant lay. 
They passed the fields that gleaning Buth toiled 

o'er, — 
They saw afar the ruined threshing-floor 
Where Moab's daughter, homeless and forlorn, 
Found Boaz slumbering by his heaps of com ; 
And some remembered how the holy scribe. 
Skilled in the lore of every jealous tribe, 
Traced the warm blood of Jesse's royal son 
To that fair alien, bravely wooed and won. 
So fared they on to seek the promised sign. 
That marked the anointed heir of David's line. 

At last, by forms of earthly semblance led. 
They found the crowded inn, the oxen's shed. 
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No pomp was there, no glory shone around 
On the coarse straw that strewed the reeldng 

ground; 
One dim retreat a flickering torch betrayed, — 
III tliat poor et'll the Lord of Life was laid I 

The wondering shepherds told their breathleas 
tale 
Of the bright choir that woke the sleeping vale ; 
Told bow the ekies with sudden glory flamed, 
Told how the shining midtitude proclaimed, 
" Joy, joy to earth 1 Behold the hallowed mom I 
In David's city Christ the Lord is bom 1 
' Glory to God 1 ' let angels shout on high, 
' Good-will to men 1 ' the listening earth reply I " 

They apoke with hurried words and accents wild ; 
Calm in hia cradle slept the heavenly child. 
No trembling word tho mother's joy revealed, — 
One sigh of rapture, and her lips were sealed ; 
Unmoved she saw the rustic train depart, 
But kept their words to ponder in her heart. 



Twelve years had passed ; the boy was fair and 
taU, 
Growing in wisdom, finding grace with alL 
The maids of Nazareth, as they trooped to fill 
Their balanced urns beside the mountain rill, 
The gathered matrons, as they sat and spun, 
Spoke in soft words of Joseph's quiet son. 
No voice ha^l reached the Galilean vale 
Of star-led kings, or awe-struck shepherd's tale ; 
In the meek, studious child they only saw 
^e future Kabbi, learned in Israel's law. 




THE MOTHER'S SECRET 375 

So grew the boy, and now the feast was near 
When at the Holy Place the tribes appear. 
Scarce had the home-bred child of Nazareth seen 
Beyond the hills that girt the village green ; 
Save when at midnight, o'er the starlit sands, 
Snatched from the steel of Herod's murdering bands, 
A babe, close folded to his mother's breast, 
Through Edom's wilds he sought the sheltering West. 

Then Joseph spake : " Thy boy hath largely grown ; 
Weave him fine raiment, fitting to be shown ; 
Fair robes beseem the pilgrim, as the priest ; 
Goes he not with us to the holy feast ? " 

And Mary culled the flaxen fibres white ; 
Till eve she spim ; she spim till morning light. 
The thread was twined ; its parting meshes through 
From hand to hand her restless shuttle flew, 
Till the full web was wound upon the beam ; 
Love's curious toil, — a vest without a seam I 

They reach the Holy Place, fulfil the days 
To solenm feasting given, and grateful praise. 
At last they turn, and far Moriah's height 
Melts in the southern sky and fades from sight. 
All day the dusky caravan has flowed 
In devious trails along the winding road ; 
(For many a step their homeward path attends, 
And all the sons of Abraham are as friends.) 
Evening has come, — the hour of rest and joy, — 
Hush I Hush I That whisper, — " Where is Mary's 
boy?'* 

Oh, weary hour I Oh, aching days that passed 
Filled with strange fears each wilder than the last, — 
The soldier's lance, the fierce centurion's sword, 
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The crushing wheels that whirl some Koman lord. 
The midiiight crypt that sucks the captive's breath. 
The blistering sun on Hinnom's vale of death ! 

Thrice on his cheek had rained the morning light ; 
Thrice on his lips the mildewed kiss of night, 
Cronched by a sheltering column's shining plinth. 
Or stret<Jied beneath the odorous terebinth. 

At last, in desperate mood, they sought once more 
The Temple's porches, searched in vain before ; 
They foimd him seated with the ancient men, — 
The grim old rufBers of the tongue and pen, — 
Their bald heads glistening as they clustered near. 
Their gray beards slanting as they turned to hear, 
Lost in half-envious wonder and surprise 
That lips so fresh should utter words so wise. 

And Mary said, — as one who, tried too long. 
Tells all her grief and half her sense of wrong, ~~ 
" What is this thoughtless thing which thou hast 

Lo, we have sought thee Borrowing, O my bod I " 

Few words he spake, and scarce of filial tone. 
Strange words, their sense a mystery yet unknown ; 
Then turned with them and left the holy hill. 
To all their mild commands obedient stilL 

The tale was told to Kazareth's sober men, 
And Nazareth's matrons told it oft again ; 
The maids retold it at the fountain's side. 
The youthful shepherds doubted or denied ; 
It passed around among the listening friends. 
With all that fancy adds and fiction lends, 
Till newer marvels dimmed the young renown 
Of Joseph's son, who talked the Rabbis down. 
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But Mary, faithful to its lightest word, 
Kept in her heart the sayings she had heard, 
Till the dread morning rent the Temple's veil, 
And shuddering earth confirmed the wondrous tale. 

Youth fades ; love droops ; the leaves of friendship 

faU: 
A mo&er's secret hope outlives them alL 



Hushed was the voice, but still its accents thrilled 

The throbbing hearts its lingering sweetness filled. 

The simple story which a tear repays 

Asks not to share the noisy breath of praise. 

A tonce-Kke stillness, - Lee a whisper heaxd, 

No tinkUng teaspoon in its saucer stirred ; 

A deep-drawn sigh that would not be suppressed, 

A sob, a lifted kerchief told the rest. 

** Come now. Dictator," so the lady spoke, 
*^ You too must fit your shoulder to the yoke ; 
You 'U find there 's something, doubtless, if you look, 
To serve your purpose, — so, now take the book." 

" Ah, my dear lady, you must know full well, 
* Story, Grod bless you, I have none to tell.' 
To those five stories which these pages hold 
You all have listened, — every one is told. 
There 's nothing left to make you smile or weep, — 
A few grave thoughts may work you off to sleep." 
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THE SECRET OF THE STARS 

Is man's the only throbbing heart that hides 
The silent spring that feeds its whispering tides ? 
Speak from thy caverns, mystery-breeding Earth, 
Tell the half -hinted story of thy birth. 
And calm the noisy champions who have thrown 
The book of types against the book of stone I 

Have ye not secrets, ye refulgent spheres, 
No sleepless listener of the starlight hears ? 
In vain the sweeping equatorial pries 
Through every world-sown comer of the skies. 
To the far orb that so remotely strays 
Our midnight darkness is its noonday blaze ; 
In vain the climbing soul of creeping man 
Metes out the heavenly concave with a span. 
Tracks into space the long-lost meteor's trail, 
And weighs an unseen planet in the scale ; 
Still o'er their doubts the wan-eyed watchers sigh. 
And Science lifts her still unanswered cry : 
" Are all these worlds, that speed their circling 

flight. 
Dumb, vacant, soulless, — baubles of the night ? 
Warmed with God's smile and waf ted'by his breath. 
To weave in ceaseless round the dance of Death ? 
Or rolls a sphere in each expanding zone, 
Crowned with a life as varied as our own ? " 



Maker of earth and stars 1 If thou hast taught 
By what thy voice hath spoke, thy hand hath 

wrought. 
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By all that Science proves, or guesses true, 
More than thy poet dreamed, thy prophet knew, — 
The heavens still bow in darkness at thy feet, 
And shadows veil thy cloud-pavilioned seat I 

Not for ourselves we ask thee to reveal 
One awful word beneath the future's seal ; 
What thou shalt tell us, grant us strength to bear ; 
What thou withholdest is thy single care. 
Not for ourselves ; the present clings too fast, 
Moored to the mighty anchors of the past ; 
But when, with angry snap, some cable parts, 
The sound re-echoing in our startled hearts, — 
When, through the wall that clasps the harbor 

round. 
And shuts the raving ocean from its bound. 
Shattered and rent by sacrilegious hands. 
The first mad billow leaps upon the sands, — 
Then to the Future's awful page we turn. 
And what we question hardly dare to learn. 

Still let us hope I for while we seem to tread 
The time-worn pathway of the nations dead. 
Though Sparta laughs at all our warlike deeds. 
And buried Athens claims our stolen creeds, 
Though Bome, a spectre on her broken throne. 
Beholds our eagle and recalls her own. 
Though England fling her pennons on the breeze 
And reign before us Mistress of the seas, — 
While calm-eyed History tracks us circling round 
Fate's iron pillar where they all were boimd. 
Still in our path a larger curve she finds, 
The spiral widening as the chain imwinds I 
Still sees new beacons crowned with brighter flame 
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Than the old watch-fires, like, bet not the same I 
Xo shameless haste shall spot with bandit-crime 
Our destined empire snatched before its time. 
W^t, — wait, undoubting, for the winds ha^'e caught 
From OUT bold speech the heritage of thought ; 
No marble form that sculptured truth can wear 
Vies with the image shaped in viewless air ; 
And thought unfettered grows through speecli to 

deeds. 
As the broad forest marches in its seeds. 
What though we perish ere the day is won? 
Enough to see its glorious work begun I 
The thistle falls before a trampling clown. 
But who can chain the flying thistle-down ? 
Wait while the fiery seeds of freedom fly, 
The prairie blazes when the grass is dry ! 

What arms might ra\ish, leave to peaceful arts, 
Wisdom and love shall win the roughest hearts ; 
So shall the angel who has closed for man 
The blissfid garden since his woes began 
Swing wide the goldeu portals of the West, 
And Edeo's secret stand st length confessed I 



The reader paused ; in tmth he thought it time, — 

Some threatening signs accused the drowsy rhyme. 

The Mistress nodded, the Professor dozed. 

The two Annexes sat with eyelids closed, — 

Not sleeping, — no 1 But when one shuts one's eyes, 

That one hears better no one. sure, denies. 

The Doctor whisperer! in Delilah's ear. 

Or seemed to whisper, for their heads drew n 
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Not all the owner's efforts could restrain 
The wild vagaries of the squinting brain, — 
Last of the listeners Number Five alone 
The patient reader still could call his own. 

*^ Teacups, arouse ! " 'T was thus the spell I broken 
The drowsy started and the sltunberers woke. 
^^ The sleq> I promised you have now enjoyed. 
Due to your hour of labor well employed. 
Swiftly the busy moments have been passed ; 
This, our first ^ Teacups,' must not be our last. 
Here, on this spot, now consecrated ground. 
The Order of ' The Teacups' let us found I 
By winter's fireside and in summer's bower 
Still shall it claim its ever-welcome hour. 
In distant regions where our feet may roam 
The magic teapot find or make a home ; 
Long may its floods their bright infusion pour. 
Till time and teacups both shall be no more I " 



VERSES FROM THE OLDEST PORT- 
FOLIO 

FROM THE "COLLEGIAN," 1830, ILLUSTRATED 

ANNUAI5, ETC. 

Ketdk Toz miant rererti. — Boras. An PoeHea, 
Ab fis goal pop adjuTiPt qpam moltiwhfnft oportrt pedan raCefnu— Quni* 
BULur, L. YL G. 4. 

Tliese Tenes have always been printed in my eolleeted poems, 
and as ihe best of ihem may bear a single reading, I allow them to 
appear, bat in a less conspicnoos position than the other prodno- 
tions. A chick, before his shell is off his back, is hardly a iakt 
subject for severe criticism. If one has written anything worth 
preserving, his first efforts may be objects of interest and curiosity. 
Other young authors may take encouragement from seeing how 
tame, how feeble, how commonplace were the rudimentary at- 
tempts of the half -fledged poet. If the boy or youth had anything 
in him, there will probably be some sig^ of it in the midst of hu 
imitative mediocrities and ambitious failures. 

These '^fiirst verses" of mine, written before I was mxteen, 
have little beyond a common academy boy's ordinary perform- 
ance. Tet a kindly critic said there was one line which showed a 
poetical quality : — 

** The boOing ocean trembled faito calm.** 

One of these poems — the reader may guess which— -'won fair 
words from Thackeray. The Spectre Pig was a wicked suggestion 
which came into my head after reading Dana's Buccaneer, No- 
body seemed to find it out, and I never mentioned it to the vener- 
able poet, who might not have been pleased with the parody. 
This is enough to say of these unvalued copies of verses. 
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FIRST VERSES 

PHILLIPS ACADEMY, ANDOVEB, MASS., 1824 OB 1825 
TRANSLATION FROM THE .SNEID, BOOK I. 

The god looked out upon the troubled deep 
Waked into tumult from its placid sleep ; 
The flame of anger kindles in his eye 
As the wild waves ascend the lowering sky; 
He lifts his head above their awful height 
And to the distant fleet directs his sight, 
Now borne aloft upon the billow's crest, 
Struck by the bolt or by the winds oppressed, 
And well he knew that Jimo's vengeful ire 
Frowned from those clouds and sparkled in that 

fire. 
On rapid pinions as they whistled by 
He calls swift Zephyrus and Eurus nigh : 
Is this your glory in a noble line 
To leave your confines and to ravage mine ? 
Whom I — but let these troubled waves subside — 
Another tempest and I '11 quell your pride 1 
Go — bear our message to your master's ear, 
That wide as ocean I am despot here ; 
Let him sit monarch in his barren caves, 
I wield the trident and control the waves I 

He said, and as the gathered vapors break 
The swelling ocean seemed a peaceful lake ; 
To lift their ships the graceful nymphs essayed 
And the strong trident lent its powerful aid; 
The dangerous banks are sunk beneath the main. 
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And the light chariot skims the unruffled plain. 
As when sedition fires the public mind. 
And maddening fury leads the rabble blind. 
The blazing torch lights up the dread alarm, 
Rage points the steel and fury nerves the arm, 
Then, if some reverend sage appear in sight. 
They stand — they gaze, and check their headlong 

flight, — 
He turns the current of each wandering breast 
And hushes every passion into rest, — 
Thus by the power of his imperial arm 
The boiling ocean trembled into calm ; 
With flowing reins the father sped his way 
And smiled serene upon rekindled day. 



THE MEETING OF THE DRYADS 



Written after a ^Deral praning of the trees aroimd Harrard 
College A little poem, on a similai' occasion, muj bo found in &e 
works of Swift, from which, perhaps, the idea was borrowed i al- 
thoQgh I was as much surprised as amused to meet with it 8omB 
time after writing the foUowiug lines. 

It was not many centuries since. 

When, gathered on the moonlit green, 

Beneath the Tree of Liberty, 
A ring of weeping sprites was S' 

The freshman's lamp had long been dim. 
The voice of busy day was mute, 

And tortured Melody had ceased 
Her sufferings on the evening flute. 
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They met not as they once had met, 
To laugh o'er many a jocund tale : 

But every pulse was beating low, 
And every cheek was cold and pale. 

There rose a fair but faded one. 

Who oft had cheered them with her song ; 
She waved a mutilated arm. 

And silence held the listening throng. 

** Sweet friends," the gentle nymph began, 
" From opening bud to withering leaf, 
One common lot has bound us all. 
In every change of joy and grief. 

** While all aroimd has felt decay. 
We rose in ever-living prime. 
With broader shade and fresher green. 
Beneath the crumbling step of Time. 

"When often by our feet has past 

Some biM Nature's walMng whim, 
Say, have we trimmed one awkward shape, 
Or lopped away one crooked limb ? 

*' Go on, fair Science ; soon to thee 
Shall Nature yield her idle boast ; 
Her vulgar fingers formed a tree. 
But thou hast trained it to a post. 

** Go, paint the birch's silver rind. 

And quilt the peach with softer down ; 
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Up with the willow's trailing threads, 
Off with the sunflower's radiant crown I 

** Go, plant the lily on the shore, 

And set the rose among the waves, 
And bid the tropic bud unbind 
Its silken zone in arctic caves ; 

" Bring beUows for the panting winds. 
Hang up a lantern by the moon. 
And give the nightingale a fife, 
And lend the eagle a balloon ! 

" I cannot smile, — the tide of scorn. 

That rolled through every bleeding vein. 
Comes kindling fiercer as it flows 
Back to its burning source again. 

** Again in every quivering leaf 
That moment's agony I feel, 
When limbs, that spurned the northern blast. 
Shrunk from the sacrilegious steel. 

** A curse upon the wretch who dared 
To crop us with his felon saw 1 
May every fruit his lip shall taste 
Lie like a bullet in his maw. 

** In every julep that he drinks, 

May gout, and bile, and headache be ; 
And when he strives to calm his pain, 
May colic mingle with his tea. 
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** May nightshade cluster round his path, 
And thistles shoot, and brambles ding ; 
May blistering ivy scorch his veins, 
And dogwood bum, and nettles sting. 

** On him may never shadow fall, 

When fever racks his throbbing brow. 
And his last shilling buy a rope 

To hang him on my highest bough I " 

She spoke ; — the morning's herald beam 
Sprang from the bosom of the sea, 

And every mangled sprite returned 
In sadness to her wounded tree. 



THE MYSTERIOUS VISITOR 

There was a sound of hurryinfic feet, 

A tramp on echoing stS^ 
There was a rush along the aisles, — 

It was the hour of prayers. 

And on, like Ocean's midnight wave. 

The current rolled along, 
When, suddenly, a stranger form 

Was seen amidst the throng. 

He was a dark and swarthy man, 

That uninvited guest ; 
A faded coat of bottle-green 

Was buttoned round his breast. 
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There was not one among them all 
Could say from whence he came ; 

Nor beardless boy, nor ancient man. 
Could tell that stranger's name. 

AU silent as the sheeted dead» 
In spite of sneer and frown, 

Fast by a gray-haired senior's side 
He sat him boldly down. 

There was a look of horror fibuahed 

From out the tutor's eyes ; 
When all around him rose to pray. 

The stranger did not nse I 

A murmur broke along the crowd. 

The prayer was at an end ; 
With ringing heels and measured tread, 

A hundred forms descend. 

Through sounding aisle, o'er grating stair. 

The long procession poured, 
T!S1 all were gathered on the seats 

Around the Commons board. 

That fearful stranger I down he sat. 

Unasked, yet undismayed ; 
And on his lip a rising smile 

Of scorn or pleasure played. 

He took his hat and himg it up. 
With slow but earnest air ; 



THE MYSTERIOUS VISITOR S89 

He stripped his coat from off his back» 
And placed it on a chair. 

Then from his nearest neighbor's side 

A knife and plate he drew ; 
And, reaching out his hand again, 

He took his teacup too. 

How fled the sugar from the bowl ! 

How sunk the azure cream ! 
They vanished like the shapes that float 

Upon a summer's dream. 

A long, long draught, — an outstretched hand, — 

And crackers, toast, and tea, 
They faded from the stranger's touch. 

Lake dew upon the sea. 

Then clouds were dark on many a brow, 

Fear sat upon their souls, 
And, in a bitter agony. 

They clasped their buttered rolls. 

A whisper trembled through the crowd, — 

Who could the stranger be ? 
And some were silent, for they thought 

A cannibal was he. 

What if the creature should arise, — 

For he was stout and tall, — 
And swallow down a sophomore, 

Coat, crow's-foot, cap, and all t 
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All sullenly the stranger rose ; 

They sat in mute despair ; 
He took his hat from off the peg, 

His coat from off the chair. 

Four freshmen fainted on the seat. 
Six swooned upon the floor ; 

Yet on the fearful being passed, 
And shut the chapel door. 

There is full many a starving man. 
That walks in bottle green, 

But never more that hungry one 
In Conunons hall was seen. 

Yet often at the sunset hour, 
When tolls the evening bell. 

The freshman lingers on the steps, 
That frightful tale to tell. 



THE TOADSTOOL 

There 's a thing that grows by the fainting flower. 
And springs in the shade of the lady's bower ; 
The lily shrinks, and the rose turns pale, 
When they feel its breath in the summer gale. 
And the tulip curls its leaves in pride, 
And the blue-eyed violet starts aside ; 
But the lily may flaimt, and the tulip stare, 
For what does the honest toadstool care ? 
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She does not glow in a painted vest, 
And she never blooms on the maiden's breast ; 
But she comes, as the saintly sisters do, 
In a modest suit of a Quaker hue. 
And, when the stars in the evening skies 
Are weeping dew from their gentle eyes. 
The toad comes out from his hermit cell, 
The tale of his faithful love to tell. 

Oh, there is light in her lover's glance. 
That flies to her heart like a silver lance ; 
His breeches are made of spotted skin. 
His jacket is tight, and his pumps are thin ; 
In a cloudless night you may hear his song. 
As its pensive melody floats along, 
And, if you will look by the moonlight fair, 
The trembling form of the toad is there. 

And he twines his arms round her slender stem, 
In the shade of her velvet diadem ; 
But she turns away in her maiden shame. 
And will not breathe on the kindling flame ; 
He sings at her feet through the live-long night, 
And creeps to his cave at the break of light ; 
And whenever he comes to the air above. 
His throat is swelling with baffled love. 



892 THE OLDEST PORTFOLIO 

THE SPECTRE PIG 

A BATJiAT> 

It was the stalwart butcher man. 
That knit his swarthy brow, 

And said the gentle Pig must die. 
And sealed it with a vow. 

And oh ! it was the gentle Pig 
Lay stretched upon the ground. 

And ah ! it was the cruel knife 
His little heart that found. 

They took him then, those wicked men. 
They trailed him all along ; 

They put a stick between his lips. 
And through his heels a thong ; 

And round and round an oaken beam 
A hempen cord they flung. 

And, like a mighty pendulum. 
All solemnly he swung t 

Now say thy prayers, thou sinful man. 
And think what thou hast done, 

And read thy catechism well. 
Thou bloody-minded one ; 

For if his sprite should walk by nighty 
It better were for thee. 
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That thou wert mouldering in the ground, 
Or bleaching in the sea. 

It was the savage butcher then, 

That made a mock of sin, 
And swore a very wicked oath, 

He did not care a pin. 

It was the butcher's youngest son,— 

His voice was broke with sighs. 
And with his pocket-handkerchief 

He wiped his little eyes ; 

All young and ignorant was he. 

But innocent and mild, 
And, in his soft simplicity. 

Out spoke the tender child : — 

** Oh, father, father, list to me ; 
The Pig is deadly sick. 
And men have hung him by his heels, 
And fed him with a stick." 

It was the bloody butcher then, 
. That laughed as he would die. 
Yet did he soothe the sorrowing child. 
And bid him not to cry ; — 

" Oh, Nathan, Nathan, what 's a Pig, 
That thou shouldst weep and wail? 
Come, bear thee like a butcher's child, 
And thou shalt have his tail I " 
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It was the butcher's daughter then. 

So slender and so fair. 
That sobbed *as if her heart would break. 

And tore her yellow hair ; 

And thus she spoke in thrilling tone, — » 
Fast fell the teardrops big : — 
^ Ah ! woe is me ! AUs I Alas ! 
ThePig! TheKg: ThePigl*' 

Then did her wicked &ther^3 lips 

Make meny with her woe. 
And call her many a naughty name^ 

Because she whimpered so. 

Te need not weep» j^ gentle ones. 

In T«m your t«M8 *w shed. 
Ye cannot wash his crimson hand. 

Ye cannot soothe the dead. 

The bright sim folded on his breast 

His robes of rosy flame, 
And softly over all the west 

The shades of evening came. 

He slept^ and troops of murdered Pigs 

Were busy with his dreams ; 
Loud ranjj their wild* unearthly shrieks. 

Wide yawned their mortal seams. 

The clook struck twelve : the Dead haih heard; 
He opened both his eyias, 
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And sullenly he shook his tail 
To lash the feeding flies. 

One quiver of the hempen cord, — 
One struggle and one bound, — 

With stiffened limb and leaden eye. 
The Pig was on the ground I 

And straight towards the sleeper's house 

His fearful way he wended ; 
And hooting owl and hovering bat 

On midnight wing attended. 

Back flew the bolt, up rose the latch. 

And open swung the door, 
And little mincing feet were heard 

Pat, pat along the floor. 

Two hoofs upon the sanded floor. 

And two upon the bed ; 
And they are breathing side by side, 

The living and the dead I 

** Now wake, now wake, thou butcher man I 
What makes thy cheek so pale ? 
Take hold I take hold ! thou dost not fear 
To clasp a spectre's tail ? " 

Untwisted every winding coil ; 

The shuddering wretch took hold, 
All like an icicle it seemed. 

So tapering and so cold. 
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" Thou com'st with me, thou butcher man I '• — 
He strives to loose his grasp, 
But, faster than the clinging vine, 
Those twining spirals clasp ; 

And open, open swung the door. 

And, fleeter than the wind, 
The shadowy spectre swept before. 

The butcher trailed behind. 

Fast fled the darkness of the night, 

And mom rose faint and dim; 
They called full loud, they knocked full long. 

They did not waken him. 

Straight, straight towards that oaken beam, 

A trampled pathway ran ; 
A ghastly shape was swinging there, — 

It was the butcher man. 



TO A CAGED LION 

Poor conquered monarch! though that haughty 
glance 
Still speaks thy courage imsubdued by time. 
And in the grandeur of thy sullen tread 

Lives the proud spirit of thy burning clime ; — 
Fettered by things that shudder at thy roar, 
Tom from thy pathless wilds to pace this narrow 
floor I 
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Thou wast the victor, and all nature shrunk 
Before the thunders of thine awful wrath ; 

The steel-armed hunter viewed thee from afar, 
Fearless and trackless in thy lonely path I 

The famished tiger closed his flaming eye, 

And crouched and panted as thy step went by I 

Thou art the vanquished, and insulting man 
Bars thy broad bosom as a sparrow's wing ; 

His nerveless arms thine iron sinews bind, 
And lead in chains the desert's fallen king ; 

Are these the beings that have dared to twine 

Their feeble threads aroimd those limbs of thine ? 

So must it be ; the weaker, wiser race. 

That wields the tempest and that rides the sea, 

Even in the stillness of thy solitude 

Must teach the lesson of its power to thee ; 

And thou, the terror of the trembling wild. 

Must bow thy savage strength, the mockery of a 
child I 



THE STAR AND THE WATER-LILY 

The sun stepped down from his golden throne 

And lay in the silent sea, 
And the Lily had folded her satin leaves, 

For a sleepy thing was she ; 
What is the Lily dreaming of ? 

Why crisp the waters blue ? 
See, see, she is lifting her varnished lid I 

Her white leaves are glistening through I 
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He Rose is cooling his burning cheek 

In the lap of the breathless tide ; — 
The Lily hath sisters fresh and fair. 

That would lie by the Rose's side; 
He would love her better than all the r 

And he would be fond and true ; — 
But the Lily unfolded her weary Uds, 

And looked at the sky so blue. 

Remember, remember, thou silly one, 

How fast will thy summer glide, 
And wilt thou wither a virgin pale, 
Or flourish a blooming bride ? 
"Oh, the Rose is old, and thorny, and coLil, 

And he Uvea on earth," said she ; 
" But the Star is fair and he lives in the air, 
And he shall my bridegroom be." 



But what if the stormy cloud should come, 

And ruffle the silver sea? 
Would he turn his eye from the distant si 

To smile on a thing like thee ? 
Oh DO, fair Lily, he will not send 

One ray from his far-off throne ; 
The winds shall blow and the waves shall flow. 

And thou wilt be left alone. 



'^_ 



There is not a leaf on the mountain-top, 

Nor a drop of evening dew. 
Nor a golden sand on the sparkling shore 

Nor a pearl in the waters bine. 
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That he has not cheered with his fickle smile, 
And warmed with his faithless beam, — 

And will he be true to a pallid flower, 
That floats on the quiet stream ? 

Alas for the Lily I she would not heed. 

But turned to the skies afar, 
And bared her breast to the trembling ray 

That shot from the rising star ; 
The cloud came over the darkened sky, 

And over the waters wide : 
She looked in vain through the beating rain. 

And sank in the stormy tide. 



ILLUSTRATION OF A PICTURE 

''a SPANISH OIBL IN BBVEBIE/' 

She twirled the string of golden beads. 

That round her neck was hung, — 
My grandsire's gift ; the good old man 

Loved girls when he was young ; 
And, bending lightly o'er the cord, 

And turning half away, 
With something like a youthful sigh. 

Thus spoke the maiden gray : — 

" Well, one may trail her silken robe. 
And bind her locks with pearls. 
And one may wreathe the woodland rose 
Among her floating curls ; 
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And one may tread the dewy grass, 

And one the marble floor, 
Nor half-hid bosom heave the less, 

Nor broidered corset more I 

*^ Some years ago, a dark-eyed girl 
Was sitting in the shade, — 
There 's somethinc: brinfi^s her to my mind 

And in her hand she held a flower, 
A flower, whose speaking hue 

Said, in the language of the heart, 
* Believe the giver true.' 

^ And, as she looked upon its leaves. 

The maiden made a vow 
To wear it when the bridal wreath 

Was woven for her brow ; 
She watched the flower, as, day by day. 

The leaflets curled and died ; 
But he who gave it never came 

To daim her for his bride. 

^ Oh, many a summer's morning glow 

Has lent the rose its ray. 
And many a winter's drifting snow 

Has swept its bloom away ; 
But she has kept that faithless pledge 

To this, her winter hour. 
And keeps it still, herself alone. 

And wasted like the flower." 
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Her pale lip quivered, and the light 

Gleamed in her moistening eyes ; — 
I asked her how she liked the tints 

In those Castilian skies ? 
^ She thought them misty, — 't was perhaps 

Because she stood too near ; " 
She turned away, and as she turned 

I saw her wipe a tear. 



A ROMAN AQUEDUCT 

The sun-browned girl, whose limbs recline 
When noon her languid hand has laid 

Hot on the green flakes of the pine, 
Beneath its narrow disk of shade ; 

As, through the flickering noontide glarOy 
She gazes on the rainbow chain 

Of arches, lifting once in air 
The rivers of the Soman's plain ; -* 

Say, does her wandering eye recall 
The mountain^urrent's icy wive, - 

Or for the dead one tear let fall. 
Whose founts are broken by their grave ? 

From stone to stone the ivy weaves 
Her braided tracery's winding veil, 

And lacing stalks and tangled leaves 
Nod heavy in the drowsy gale. 
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And lightly floats the pendent vine, 
That swings beneath her slender bow, 

Arch answering arch, — whose rounded line 
Seems mirrored in the wreath below. 

How patient Nature smiles at Fame I 

The weeds, that strewed the victor's way, 

Feed on his dust to shroud his name, 
Grreen where his proudest towers decay. 

See, through that channel, empty now, 
m scanty rain its tribute pours, - 

Which cooled the lip and laved the brow 
Of conquerors from a hundred shores. 

Thus bending o'er the nation's bier. 

Whose wants the captive earth supplied. 

The dew of Memory's passing tear 
Falls on the arches of her pride I 



FROM A BACHELOR'S PRIVATE JOURNAL 

Sweet Mary, I have never breathed 
The love it were in vain to name ; 

Though round my heart a serpent wreathed, 
I smiled, or strove to smile, the same. 

Once more the pulse of Nature glows 
With faster throb and fresher fire. 

While music round her pathway flows. 
Like echoes from a hidden lyre. 
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And is there none with me to share 
The glories of the earth and shy ? 

The eagle through the pathless air 
Is followed by one burning eye. 

Ah no I the cradled flowers may wake, 

Again may flow the frozen sea, 
From every cloud a star may break, — 

There comes no second spring to me. 

Go, — ere the painted toys of youth 
Are crushed beneath the tread of years ; 

Ere visions have been chilled to truth. 
And hopes are washed away in tears. 

Go, — for I will not bid thee weep, — 
Too soon my sorrows will be thine, 

And evening's troubled air shall sweep 
The incense from the broken shrine. 

If Heaven can hear the dying tone 
Of chords that soon wiU cease to thrill. 

The prayer that Heaven has heard alone 
May bless thee when those chords are stilL 



LA GRISETTE 

Ah Clemence I when I saw thee last 
Trip down the Bue de Seine, 

And turning, when thy form had past, 
I said, " We meet again," — 
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I dreamed not in that idle glance 

Thy latest image came. 
And only left to memoiy's trance 

A shadow and a name. 

The few strange words my lips had taa^t 

Thy timid voice to speak. 
Their gentler signs, which often broog^ 

Fresh roses to thy cheek, 
Hie trailing of thy long loose hair 

Bent o Vr my conch of pain. 
All, all returned, UMne sweet, mate iair; 

Oh, had we metagain! 

I walked wheve saint and lirgin keep 

The Tigil lights cf HesTen, 
I knew duit thoa hadst woes to weep. 

And sins to be forgirai ; 
I watelied wliexe CrmexieTe was kud, 

I knelt bT Mur's shrine, 
Besade ine low« soft Toietes pnred; 
! b«t wkoe was dine ? 



TVlm wiiBid and wmii^ w«e 
Ami ftuwd. ia dtfaeacndUsiaed Sg^ 

I wasiiSein^ divai^ i^ ixunfis <i 

TSL &^«ir3aixc •««'«s' Sums TSnWnoit^ 
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In vain, in vain ; we meet no more, 

Nor dream what fates befall ; 
And long upon the stranger's shore 

My voice on thee may call, 
When years have clothed the line in moss 

That tells thy name and days, 
And withered, on thy simple cross. 

The wreaths of Pere-larChaise I 



OUR YANKEE GIRLS 

Let greener lands and bluer skies, 

If such the wide earth shows. 
With fairer cheeks and brighter eyes. 

Match us the star and rose ; 
The winds that lift the Georgian's veil. 

Or wave Circassia's curls, 
Waft to their shores the sultan's sail, — 

Who buys our Yankee girls? 

The gay grisette, whose fingers touch 

Love's thousand chords so well ; 
The dark Italian, loving much. 

But more than one can tell ; 
And England's fair-haired, blue-eyed dame, 

Who binds her brow with pearls ; — 
Ye who have seen them, can they shame 

Our own sweet Yankee girls ? 

And what if court or castle vaunt 

Its children loftier bom ? — 
Who heeds the silken tassel's flaunt 

Beside the golden com ? 
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They ask not for the dainty toil 
Of ribboned knights and earls, 

The daughters of the virgin soil, 
Our freebom Yankee girls I 

By every hill whose stately pines 

Wave their dark arms above 
The home where some fair being shines, 

To warm the wilds with love, 
From barest rock to bleakest shore 

Where farthest sail unfurls. 
That stars and stripes are streaming o'er,— 

God bless our Yankee girls I 



LTNCONNUE 

Is thy name Mary, maiden fair? 

Such should, methinks, its music be ; 
The sweetest name that mortals bear 

Were best befitting thee ; 
And she to whom it once was given, 
Was half of earth and half of heaven. 

I hear thy voice, I see thy smile, 
I look upon thy folded hair ; 

Ah ! while we dream not they beguile, 
Our hearts are in the snare ; 

And she who chains a wild bird's wing 

Must start not if her captive sing. 

So, lady, take the leaf that falls. 
To all but thee unseen, unknown ; 
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When evening shades thy silent walls, 

Then read it all alone ; 
In stillness read, in darkness seal. 
Forget, despise, but not reveal I 



STANZAS 

Stbakge I that one lightly whispered tone 

Is far, far sweeter unto me, 
Than all the sounds that kiss the earth. 

Or breathe along the sea ; 
But, lady, when thy voice I greet, 
Not heavenly music seems so sweet. 

I look upon the fair blue skies. 
And naught but empty air I see; 

But when I turn me to thine eyes. 
It seemeth unto me 

Ten thousand angels spread their wings 

Within those little azure rings. 

The lily hath the softest leaf 

That ever western breeze hath fanned. 
But thou shalt have the tender flower, 

So I may take thy hand ; 
That little hand to me doth yield 
More joy than all the broidered field. 

O lady ! there be many things 

That seem right fair, below, above ; 

But sure not one among them all 
Is half so sweet as love ; — 
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Let us not pay our vows alone, 
But join two altars both in one. 



LINES BY A CLERK 

Oh ! I did love her dearly, 

And gave her toys and rings, 
And I thought she meant sincerely. 

When she took my pretty things. 
But her heart has grown as icy 

As a fountain in the fall, 
And her love, that was so spicy. 

It did not last at all. 

I gave her once a locket. 

It was fiUed with my own hair, 
AndsheputitinherVocket 

With very special care. 
But a jeweller has got it, — 

He offered it to me, — 
And another that is not it 

Around her neck I see. 

For my cooings and my billings 

I do not now complain, 
But my dollars and my shillings 

Will never come again ; 
They were earned with toil and sorrow^ 

But I never told her that. 
And now I have to borrow, 

And want another hat. 
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Think, think, thou cruel Emma, 

When thou shalt hear my woe. 
And know my sad dilemma. 

That thou hast made it so. 
See, see my beaver rusty, 

Look, look upon this hole, 
This coat is dim and dusty ; 

Oh let it rend thy soul ! 

Before the gates of fashion 

I daily bent my knee. 
But I sought the shrine of passion. 

And found my idol, — thee. 
Though never love intenser 

Had bowed a soul before it. 
Thine eye was on the censer. 

And not the hand that bore it. 



THE PHILOSOPHER TO HIS LOVE 

Deabest, a look is but ft ray 
Eeflected in a certain way ; 
A word, whatever tone it wear, 
Is but a trembling wave of air ; 
A touch, obedience to a clause 
In nature's pure material laws. 

The very flowers that bend and meet. 
In sweetening others, grow more sweet ; 
The clouds by day, the stars by night, 
Inweave their floating locks of light ; 
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The rainbow, Heaven's own forchead'a braid. 
Is but the embrace o£ sua and shade. 

How few that love ua tave we found I 
How wide the world that girds them round 1 
Like mountain streams we meet and part, 
Each living in the other's heart, 
Our course unknown, our hope to be 
Yet mingled in the distant sea. 

But Ocean coils and heaves in vain, 
Bound in the subtle moonbeam's chain ; 
And love and hope do but obey 
Some cold, capricious planet's ray, 
Which lights and leads the tide it chajma 
To Death's dark caves and icy arms. 

Alas ! oue narrow line is drawn, 
That links our sunset with our dawn ; 
In mist and shade life's morning rose. 
And clouds are round it at its close ; 
But all 1 no twilight beam ascends 
To whisper where that evening ends. 



Oh ! in the hour when I shall feel 
Those shadows round my senses steal. 
When gentle eyes are weeping o'er 
The clay that feels their tears no more. 
Then let thy spirit with me be. 
Or some sweet ang^l, likest thee t 
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THE POETS LOT 

What is a poet's love ? — 

To write a girl a sonnet, 
To get a ring, or some such thing. 

And fostianize upon it. 

What is a poef s fame ? — 

Sad hints about his reason. 
And sadder praise from garreteers. 

To be returned in season. 

Where go the poet's lines ? — 

Answer, ye evening tapers I 
Te auburn locks, ye golden curls. 

Speak &om your folded papers I 

Child of the ploughshare, smile ; 

Boy of the counter, grieve not. 
Though muses round thy trundle-bed 

Their broidered tissue weave not. 

The poet's future holds 

No civic wreath above him ; 
Nor slated roof, nor varnished chaise. 

Nor wife nor child to love him. 

Maid of the village inn. 

Who workest woe on satin, 
(The grass in black, the graves in green, 

The epitaph in Latin,} 
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Trust not to them who say, 
In stanzas, they adore thee ; 

Oh rather sleep in churchyard clay, 
With urn and cherub o'er thee I 



TO A BLANK SHEET OF PAPER 

Wan-yisaged thing ! thy yirgin leaf 
To me looks more than deadly pale. 

Unknowing what may stain thee yet, — 
A poem or a tale. 

Who can thy unborn meaning scan ? 

Can Seer or Sibyl read thee now? 
No, — sedc to trace the &te of man 

Writ on his infont brow. 

Love may light on thy snowy cheek. 
And shake lus £den4)reathing plumes ; 

Then shalt thou tell how Lelia smiles, 
Or Angelina Uooms. 

Satire may lift his bearded Lmce, 

Forestalling Timers slow-moving scythe, 

And« scattered on thy little field. 
Disjointed bards may 



F^rehanee a vision of the nighty 
Soine grinled speotn^^ gaunt and 

Or sheeted coip$«^> may stalk akmg. 
Or skeleton may giin ! 
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K it should be in pensive hour 
Some sorrow-moving theme I try, 

Ah, maiden, how thy tears will fall, 
For all I doom to die ! 

But if in merry mood I touch 

Thy leaves, then shall the sight of thee ' 
Sow smiles as thick on rosy lips 

As ripples on the sea. 

The Weekly press shall gladly stoop 
To bind thee up among its sheaves ; 

The Daily steal thy shining ore. 
To gild its leaden leaves. 

Thou hast no tongue, yet thou canst speak, 
Till distant shores shall hear the sound ; 

Thou hast no life, yet thou canst breathe 
Fresh life on all around. 

Thou art the arena of the wise. 

The noiseless battle-ground of fame ; 

The sky where halos may be wreathed 
Around the humblest name. 

Take, then, this treasure to thy trust, 

To win some idle reader's smile. 
Then fade and moulder in the dust, 

Or swell some bonfire's pile. 
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TO THE PORTRAIT OF "A GENTLEMAN'' 

TS THE ATHEN^UM GALLEBY 

It may be so, — perhaps thou hast 

A warm and loving heart ; 
I will not blame thee for thy face, 

Poor devil as thou art. 

That thing thou fondly deem'st a nose, 

Unsightly though it be, — 
In spite of all the cold world's scorn, 

It may be much to thee. 

Those eyes, — among thine elder friends 

Perhaps they pass for blue, — 
No matter, — if a man can see. 

What more have eyes to do ? 

Thy mouth, — that fissure in thy face. 

By something like a chin, — 
May be a very useful place 

To put thy victual in. 

I know thou hast a wife at home, 

I know thou hast a child. 
By that subdued, domestic smile 

Upon thy features mild. 

That wife sits fearless by thy side, 
That cherub on thy knee ; 
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They do not shudder at thy looks, 
They do not shrink from thee. 

Above thy mantel is a hook, — 

A portrait once was there ; 
It was thine only ornament, — 

Alas ! that hook is bare. 

She begged thee not to let it go, 

She begged thee all in vain ; 
She wept, — and breathed a trembling prayer 

To meet it safe again. 

It was a bitter sight to see 

That picture torn away ; 
It was a solemn thought to think 

What all her friends would say I 

And often in her calmer hours, 

And in her happy dreams. 
Upon its long-deserted hook 

The absent portrait seems. 

Thy wretched infant turns his head 

In melancholy wise, 
And looks to meet the placid stare 

Of those unbending eyes. 

I never saw thee, lovely one, — 

Perchance I never may ; 
It is not often that we cross 

Such people in our way ; 
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But if we meet in distant y ears» 
Or on some foreign shore. 

Sore I can take my Bible oath, 
I 've seen that face before. 



THE BALLAD OF THE OYSTEBMAN 

It was a tall yoong oysterman lived by the river- 
side. 

His shop was jnst upon the bank, his boat was on 
the tide ; 

The daughter of a fisherman, that was so straight 
and slim. 

Laved over on the other bank, right opposite to him* 

It was the pensive oysterman that saw a lovely 

maid, 
Upon a moonlight evening, a sitting in the shade ; 
He saw her wave her handkerchief, as much as if 

to say, 
^^ I 'm wide awake, young oysterman, and all the 

folks away." 



Then up arose the oysterman, and to himself said 

he, 
^^ I guess I 'U leave the skiff at home, for fear that 

folks should see : 
I read it in the story-book, that, for to kiss his dear, 
Leander swam the Hellespont, — and I will swim 

this here." 
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And he has leaped into the waves, and crossed the 

shining stream, 
And he has clambered up the bank, all in the 

moonlight gleam ; 
Oh there were kisses sweet as dew, and words as 

soft as rain, — 
But they have heard her father's step, and in he 

leaps again I 

Out spoke the ancient fisherman, — " Oh, what was 

that, my daughter ? " 
" 'T was nothing but a pebble, sir, I threw into the 

water." 
^^ And what is that, pray tell me, love, that paddles 

o£E so fast ? " 
^^ It 's nothing but a porpoise, sir, that 's been a 

swimming past." 

Out spoke the ancient fisherman, — "Now bring 
me my harpoon ! 

I'll get into my fishing-boat, and fix the fellow 
soon." 

Down fell that pretty innocent, as falls a snow- 
white lamb, 

Her hair drooped round her pallid cheeks, like sea- 
weed on a clam. 

Alas for those two loving ones I she waked not from 

her swound. 
And he was taken with the cramp, and in the waves 

was drowned ; 
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But Fate has metamorpliosed them, in pity of their 

woe, 
And now they keep an oysteiNshop for mermaids 

down below. 



A NOONTIDE LYRIC 

The dinner-bell, the dinner-bell 

Is ringing loud and clear ; 
Through hill and plain, through street and lane, 

It echoes far and near ; 
From curtained hall and whitewashed stall, 

Wherever men can hide. 
Like bursting waves from ocean caves, 

They float upon the tide. 

I smell the smell of roasted meat I 

I hear the hissing fry I 
The beggars know where they can go. 

But where, oh where shall I ? 
At twelve o'clock men took my hand. 

At two they only stare. 
And eye me with a fearful look. 

As if I were a bear I 

The poet lays his laurels down. 

And hastens to his greens ; 
The happy tailor quits his goose. 

To riot on his beans ; 
The weary cobbler snaps his thread. 

The printer leaves Ms pi ; 
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His very devil liath a home, 
But what, oh what have I ? 

Methinks I hear an angel voice, 

That softly seems to say : 
^ Pale stranger, all may yet be well, 

Then wipe thy tears away ; 
Erect thy head, and cock thy hat, 

And follow me afar. 
And thou shalt have a joUy meal. 

And charge it at the bar." 

I hear the voice I I go I I go I 

Prepare your meat aud wine I 
They little heed their future need 

Who pay not when they dine, 
Grive me to-day the rosy bowl, 

Grive me one golden dream, — 
To-morrow kick away the stool. 

And dangle from the beami 



THE HOT SEASON 

The folks, that on the first of May 

Wore winter coats and hose. 
Began to say, the first of June, 

" Good Lord ! how hot it grows I ^ 
At last two Fahrenheits blew up, 

And killed two children small, 
And one barometer shot dead 

A tutor with its ball I 



420 THE OLDEST PORTFOLIO 

Now all day long the locusts sang 

Among the leafless trees ; 
Three new hotels warped inside out, 

The pumps could only wheeze ; 
And ripe old wine, that twenty years 

Had cobwebbed o'er in vain, 
Came spouting through the rotten corks 

Like Joly's best champagne I 

The Worcester locomotives did 

Their trip in half an hour ; 
The Lowell cars ran forty miles 

Before they checked the power ; 
Koll brimstone soon became a drug. 

And loco-f ocos fell ; 
AU asked for ice, but everywhere 

Saltpetre was to sell. 

Flump men of mornings ordered tights, 

But, ere the scorching noons. 
Their candle-moulds had grown as loose 

As Cossack pantaloons I 
The dogs ran mad, — men could not try 

If water they would choose ; 
A horse fell dead, — he only left 

Four red-hot, rusty shoes ! 

But soon the people could not bear 

The slightest hint of fire ; 
Allusions to caloric drew 

A flood of savage ire; 
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The leaves on heat were all torn out 

From every book at school, 
And many blackguards kicked and caned. 

Because they said, " Keep cool ! " 

The gas-light companies were mobbed, 

The bakers all were shot, 
The penny press began to talk 

Of lynching Doctor Nott ; 
And all about the warehouse steps 

Were angry men in di'oves, 
Crashing and splintering through the doors 

To smash the patent stoves I 

The aboUtion men and maids 

Were tanned to such a hue, 
You scarce could tell them from their friends, 

Unless their eyes were blue ; 
And, when I left, society 

Had burst its ancient guards, 
And Brattle Street and Temple Place 

Were interchanging cards I 



A PORTRAIT 

A STILL, sweet, placid, moonlight face. 

And slightly nonchalant, 
Which seems to claim a middle place 

Between one's love and aunt. 
Where childhood's star has left a ray 

In woman*s sunniest sky, 
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As morning dew and blushing day 
On fruit and blossom lie. 

And yet, — and yet I cannot love 

Those lovely lines on steel ; 
They beam too much of heaven abovOi 

Earth's darker shades to feel ; 
Perchance some early weeds of care 

Around my heart have grown, 
And brows unfurrowed seem not fair. 

Because they mock my own. 

Alas I when Eden's gates were sealed. 

How oft some sheltered flower 
Breathed o'er the wanderers of the field, 

like their own bridal bower ; 
Tet, saddened by its loveliness, 

And humbled by its pride, 
Earth's fairest child they could not blese, 

It mocked them when they sighed. 



AN EVENING THOUGHT 

WBITTEN AT SEA 

If sometimes in the dark blue eye. 
Or in the deep red wine. 

Or soothed by gentlest melody, 
StiU warms this heart of mine, 

Yet something colder in the blood. 
And calmer in the brain. 
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Have whispered that my youth's bright flood 
Ebbs, not to flow again. 

If by Helvetia's azure lake, 

Or Amo's yellow stream, 
Each star of memory could awake, 

As in my first young dream, 
I know that when mine eye shall greet 

The hillsides bleak and bare. 
That gird my home, it wiU not meet 

My childhood's sunsets there. 

Oh, when love's first, sweet, stolen kiss 

Burned on my boyish brow. 
Was that young forehead worn as this? 

Was that flushed cheek as now? 
Were that wild pulse and throbbing heart 

Like these, which vainly strive. 
In thankless strains of soulless art, 

To dream themselves alive ? 

Alas ! the morning dew is gone, 

Gone ere the full of day ; 
Life's iron fetter still is on. 

Its wreaths all torn away ; 
Happy if still some casual hour 

Can warm the fading shrine, 
Too soon to chill beyond the power 

Of love, or song, or wine I 
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THE WASP AND THE HORNET 

The two proud sisters of the sea, 

In glory and in doom ! ^— 
Well may the eternal waters be 

Their broad, unsculptured tomb t 
The wind that rings along the wave, 

The clear, imshadowed sun. 
Are torch and trumpet o'er the brave, 

Whose last green wreath is won I 

No stranger-hand their banners furled. 

No victor's shout they heard ; 
Unseen, above them ocean curled. 

Safe by his own pale bird ; 
The gnashing billows heaved and fell ; 

Wild shrieked the midnight gale ; 
Far, far beneath the morning swell 

Were pennon, spar, and sail. 

The land of Freedom I Sea and shore 

Are guarded now, as when 
Her ebbing waves to victory bore 

Fair barks and gallant men ; 
Oh, many a ship of prouder name 

May wave her starry fold. 
Nor trail, with deeper light of fame. 

The paths they swept of old 1 
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"QUI VIVE?" 

•• Qui vive ?'* The sentry's musket rings, 

The channelled bayonet gleams ; 
High o'er him, like a raven's wings 
The broad tricolored banner flings 
Its shadow, rustling as it swings 

Pale in the moonlight beams ; 
Pass on ! while steel-clad sentries keep 
Their vigil o'er the monarch's sleep, 

Thy bare, imguarded breast 
Asks not the imbroken, bristling zone 
That girds yon sceptred trembler's throne ; 

Pass on, and take thy rest I 



«i 



Qui vive ? " How oft the midnight air 

That startling cry has borne 1 
How oft the evening breeze has fanned 
The banner of this haughty land, 
O'er mountain snow and desert sand. 
Ere yet its folds were torn ! 
Through Jena's carnage flying red. 
Or tossing o'er Marengo's dead, 

Or curling on the towers 
Where Austria's eagle quivers yet, 
And suns the ruffled plumage, wet 
With battle's crimson showers 1 



** Qui vive ? " And is the sentry's cry, — 
The sleepless soldier's hand, — 
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Are these — the painted folds that fly 
And lift their emblems, printed high 
On morning mist and sunset sky — 

The guardians of a land ? 
No I If the patriot's pulses sleep, 
How y^n the watch that hirelings keep. 

The idle flag that waves. 
When Conquest, with his iron heel, 
Treads down the standards and the steel 

That belt the soil of alavesl 
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NOTES. 

Page 63. AU armed with picks and spades. 

The captared slaves were at this time organized as pioneers. 

Page 154. " They Ve as safe as Dan'l Malcolm," 

The following epitaph is still to be read on a tall grave- 
stone standing as yet undisturbed among the transplanted 
monuments of the dead in Copp's Hill Burial-Ground, one of 
the three city cemeteries which have been desecrated and 
rained within my own remembrance : — 

** Here lies buried in a 
Stone Grave 10 feet deep, 
Cap* Dastul Malcolm Merch* 
Who departed this Life 
October 23d, 1769, 
Aged 44 years, 
a true son of Liberty, 
a Friend to the Publick, 
an Bnemy to oppression, 
and one of the foremost 
in opposing the Bevenue Acta 
on America.** 

Page 210. This broad-browed youth, 
Benjamin Robbins Curtis. 

Page 210. The stripling smooth of face and slight, 
Greorge Tyler Bigelow. 
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A crazy bookcase, placed before, xiii. 38. 

A health to dear woman ! She bids ns untwine, ziL 105. 

A loyely show for eyes to see, xiii. 220. 

A prologue ? Well, of course the ladies know, xii. 404 

A sick man^s chamber, though it often boast, xii. 143. 

A still sweet, placid, moonlight face, xiii. 421. 

A triple health to Friendship, Science, Art, xii. 158. 

Afar he sleeps whose name is g^ven here, xiii. 331. 

Ah Clemence ! when I saw thee last, xiii. 403. 

Ah, here it is ! the sliding rail, xii. 431. 

All overgrown with bush and fern, xiL 276. 

Alone, beneath the darkened sky, xiii. 267. 

Alone I no climber of an Alpine cliff, xiii. 17. 

An usher standing at the door, xiii. 218. 

And can it be you Ve found a place, xiii. 170. 

And what shall be the song to-night, xii. 296. 

Angel of Death ! extend thy silent reign I xii. 213. 

Angel of loye, for every g^ef , xiii. 817. 

Angel of Peace, thou hast wandered too long I xiii. 147. 

Another clouded night ; the stars are hid, xiii. 7. 

As I look from the isle, o*er its billows of green, xii. 394. 

As Lifers unending column pours, xii. 147. 

As o^er the glacier^ s frozen sheet, xiL 103. 

As the voice of the watch to the mariner^s dream, xiL 229. 

As through the forest, disarrayed, xiii. 45. 

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down! xii. 2. 

Bankrupt ! our pockets inside out I xiiL 220. 

Behold — not him we knew ! xii. 258. 

Behold the rocky wall, xii. 248. 

Behold the shape our eyes have known I xiii. 165. 

Brave singer of the coming time, xii. 409. 

Brief glimpses of the bright celestial spheres, xiiL 10. 
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Bright on the banners of lily and rose, ziu. 174 
'* Bring me my broken harp," he said, ziii 253. 
Brothers, whom we may not reach, ziii 87. 

Chicago sounds rough to the maker of yerse, ziii 236. 

Clear the brown path, to meet his coulter^ s gleam ! xii. 196, 

Come back to yonr mother, ye children, for shame, adi. 82. 

Come, dear old comrade, yon and I, xiL 287. 

Come I fill a fresh bumper, for why should we g^, xii. 427. 

Come, heap the fagots I Ere we go, xiL 381. 

Come, spread your wings, as I spread mine, xiL 220. 

Day hath put on his jacket, and around, xiL 17. 

Dear friends, left darkling in the long eclipse, xiiL 284. 

Dear friends, we are strangers ; we never before, xiiL 139L 

Dear Governor, if my skiff might brave, xiL 217. 

Dearest, a look is but a ray, xiiL 409. 

Devoutest of my Sunday friends, xiiL 50. 

Do you know the Old Man of the Sea, of the Sea ? ziL 278). 

Eighty years have passed, and more, xiiL 72. 
Enchanter of Erin, whose magic has bound us, xiiL 231. 
Ere yet the warning chimes of midnight sound, xiiL 12L 

Facts respecting an old arm-chair, xiL 421. 

Fallen with antmnn^s falling leaf, xiiL 318. 

Farewell, for the bark has her breast to the tide, ziL 239L 

Fast as the rolling seasons bring, xii. 315. 

Father of Mercies, Heavenly Friend, xiii. 75. 

Fit emblem for the altar^s side, xiii. 280. 

Flag of the heroes who left us their glory, xiiL 80. 

Flash out a stream of blood-red wine, xiL 30L 

For him the Architect of all, xiL 375. 

Four summers coined their golden light in leaves, xiiL 109. 

Friend, whom thy fourscore winters leave more dear, xiiL 284. 

Friend, you seem thoughtful. I not wonder much, xiiL 134. 

From my lone turret as I look around, xiiL 20. 

From the first gleam of morning to the gray, xiiL 266w 

From this f lur home behold on either side, xiiL 338. 

Full sevenscore years our city^s pride, xiiL 187. 

Full well I know the frozen hand has come, xiiL 310. 
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Giver of all that crowns onr days, xiii. 69. 
Go seek thine earth-bom sisters, — thus the Voice, xiii. 1. 
€h)d bless our Fathers' Land I zii. 281. 
Grandmother's mother; her ag^, I g^ess, xiiL 47. 

Hang out onr banners on the stately tower t xiii. 129. 

Has there any old fellow got mixed with the boys ? xii. 303* 

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoes shay, xiL 417. 

He sleeps not here ; in hope and prayer, xiL 435. 

He was all sunshine ; in his face, xii. 260. 

Her hands are cold ; her face is white, xii. 428. 

Here ! ffweep these foolish leaves away, xii. 440. 

Here 's the old cruiser, 'Twenty-nine, xii. 332. 

His birthday. — Nay, we need not speak, xiL 271. 

How beauteous is the bond, xiii. 335. 

How long will this harp which you once loved to hear, xiL 322. 

** How many have gone ? " was the question of old, xiL 373. 

How sweet the sacred legend — if unblamed, xiii. 373. 

How the mountains talked together, xiii. 96. 

How to address him ? awkward, it is true, xiii. 194. 

I am not humble ; I was shown my place, xiiL 18. 

I believe that the copies of verses I 've spun, xiii. 222. 

I bring the simplest pledge of love, xiii. 234. 

I claim the right of knowing whom I serve, xiiL 22. 

I don't think I feel much older ; I 'm aware I 'm rather gray, xii 

369. 
I give you the health of the oldest friend, xii. 319. 
I have come with my verses — I think I may claim, xii. 349. 
I hold a letter in my hand, xii. 154. 
I like, at times, to hear the steeples' chimes, xii. 359. 
I Like you met I Love you, face to face, xiii. 337. 
I love all sights of earth and skies, xiii. 305. 
I love to hear thine earnest voice, xiL 9. 
I may not rightly call thy name, xii. 250. 
I must leave thee, lady sweet I xii. 101. 
I pray thee by the soul of her that bore thee, xii. 433. 
I remember — why, yes I God bless me I and was it so long ago ? 

xn. 273. 
I saw him once before, xii. 3. 
I saw the curl of his waving lash, xiL 14. 
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I sometiines sit beneath a tree, xiL 33. 

I stood on Sarom's treelesB plain, xiL 387. 

I sappose it 's myself that yon 're malring' allnrion to, ziiL 160. 

I thank yoo. Mil Prksidkiit, yon Ve kindly broke the ice, ziL 2Q2L 

I was sitting irith my mieroscope, upon my parior mg, adL 84. 

I was thinking last night, as I sat in the cars, ziL 89. 

I wrote some lines once on a time, ziL 32. 

If an the trees in all the woods were men, xiiL 336L 

If every tongne thai speaks her praise, ziiL 276w 

If sometimes in the dark bine eye, ziiL ^2. 

I 'm ashamed, — thai *s the fact, — it *s a pitifol caw, zi. 306). 

I 'm not a chicken ; I have seen, ziL 29. 

In candent ire the solar splendor flamfs, zn. 416^ 

In narrowest girdle, O relnctant Mnse, ziL 134. 

In poisonons dens, where traitors hide, ziiL 64. 

In the hoar id twilight shadows, ziL 60. 

In the little mmtickssm parlor id the hoose yon may have aeea, 

438. 
Is it a weanlJT^s weakness for die past, zm. 311. 
Is man's the only throbbing heart thai hides, ziiL 378i. 
Is tiiy name Mary, maiden fair ? ziiL 406. 
It is a inty and a shame — alas! alas! I know it is, ziL SSSL 
It is not what we say or sii^, ziL 325. 
It may be so, — perhaps thon hast, ziiL 414. 
It may be, yes, it mnst be, 'Hme that brings, zn. 336. 
It was a tall yom^ oysterman lived by the xxver«de, ziiL 416^ 
It was not many centuries since, ziiL 384. 
It was the stalwart bntcher man, ziiL 392. 

Ens mine eyelids, beanteoos Mora, ziiL & 

Lady, life's sweetest lesson wonldst tiioa lean, ziiL 336. 

Land where the banners wave last in tiie sna, ziiL 73. 

Leader id armies, Israel's Grod, ziiL 166. 

Let greener lands and blner skies, ziiL 406. 

Let me retrace the record of the years, zm. 15. 

like the tribes of Israel, ziL 321. 

Usten, yoong h^nies ! yoor country is <^n™g ! ziiL 66L 

Little I ask ; my wants are few, ziL 414^ 

Look oar ransomed shores around, zin. 323, 

Lookoat! Look oat, boys ! Clear tiie tndk ! zm. 3301 
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Lord of all being I throned afar, adi. 430. 
Lord, Thon hast led us as of old, ziii. 315. 
** Lncy.'' — The old familiar name, ziii. 163. 

My anntl my dear unmarried aunt! xii. 12. 

Nay, blame me not ; I might have spared, adi. xiii. 

New England, we love thee ; no time can erase, xii. 237. 

No fear lest praise should make us proud I xii. 437. 

No life worth naming ever comes to good, xii 207. 

No more the summer floweret charms, xii. 75. 

No mystic charm, no mortal art, xiii. 119. 

No I never such a draught was poured, xiii. 57. 

Not bed-time yet I The night-winds blow, xii. 377. 

Not charity we ask, xii. 249. 

Not in the world of light alone, xii. 252. 

Not to myself this breath of vesper song, xiii. 196. 

Not with the anguish of hearts that are breaking, xiii 125. 

Now, by the blessed Paphian queen, xiL 11. 

Now, men of the North I will you join in the strife, xii 318. 

Now, smiling friends and shipmates all, xiiL 99. 

Now, while our soldiers are fighting our battles, xiiL 77. 

O even-handed Nature I we confess, xiii. 92. 

God I in danger's darkest hour, xiii. 70. 

Lord of Hosts ! Almighty King I xiii. 74. 

Love Divine, that stooped to share, xiL 430. 

my lost beauty I — hast thou folded quite, xiL 395. 

thou of soul and sense and breath, xiii. 108. 

Overshadowed by the walls that climb, xiiL 314. 

Oh for one hour of youthful joy I xiL 295. 

Oh I I did love her dearly, xiiL 408. 

Oh, there are times, xii. 15. 

Old Rip Van Winkle had a g^randson. Rip, xii. 159. 

Old Time, in whose bank we deposit our notes, xii. 350. 

Once more Orion and the sister Seven, xiiL 278. 

Once more, ye sacred towers, xiii. 127. 

One broad, white sail in Spezzia's treacherous bay, xiL 227* 

One country I Treason's writhing asp, xiiL 67* 

One memory trembles on our lips, xii. 344. 

One word to the g^est we have gathered to greet I ziiL 85. 
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'^ Only a housemaid ! " She looked from the kitchen, ziiL 179. 

Onr ancient chnrch ! its lowly tower, zii. 5. 

Our poet, who has taught the Western breeze, xiii. 103. 

Perhaps too far in these considerate days, adi. 204. 

Poor conquered monarch I though that haughty glance, xiiL 390i 

Precisely. I see it. You all want to say, xii. 341. 

Pride of the sister realm so long our own, xiii. 273. 
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The muse of boyhood's fervid hour, xii. 356. 
The noon of summer sheds its ray, xii. 267. 
The painter's and the poet's fame, xiii 107. 
The piping of our slender, peaceful reeds, xiL 170. 
The Play is over. While the light, xii. 390. 
The pledge of Friendship ! it is still divine, xii. 106. 
The seed that wasteful autumn oast, xiL 219. 
The Ship of State I above her skies are blue, xiiL 195. 
The snows that glittered on the disk of Mars, xiii. 13. 
The stars are rolling in the sky, xii. 28. 
The stars their early vigils keep, xii. 81. 
The sunmier dawn is breaking, xlL 289. 
The sunbeams, lost for half a year, xii. 401. 
The sun-browned girl, whose limbs recline, xiii. 401. 
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Thon who hast tanght the teachers of mankind, xiiL 106. 

Hiongh watery deserts hold apart, xiiL 82. 

HuMigh young no more, we still would dream, xiL 412. 

Three paths tiiere be where Learning's &Tored sons, xiiL 259l 

Tlirough my north window, in the wintry weather, xiiL 214^ 

Thus I lift the sash, so long, xiiL 41. 

Time is a thief who leares his tools behind him, xiL 388. 

'TIS like stiiring liring embers when, at eighty, one remambef^ 

xin. 149. 
'TIS midnight : through my troubled dream, xiL 300. 
'TIS sweet to fight our battles o'er, xiL 257. 
To God's anointed and his chosen flock, xiiL 225. 
Too yom^ for Iotc ? xiiL 338. 
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